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Nudus agris, nudus nummis paternis, 
Taſanire parat certa ratione modoque. 
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RIGHT HONOURABLE 
CHARLES, 
Earl of Dorſet and Middleſex, 


Lord Chamberlain of his Majeſty's Houſe- 
hold, and Knight of the Moſt Noble” 
Order of. the . ys hk 
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My Lo xp, 

Vous poct is liable to the ſame-vanity- 
and indiſcretion with a young lover; and 
the great man who ſmiles upon one, and the 
ime woman who looks kindly upon t'other, are 
both of em in danger of having the favour 
publiſh'd with the firſt opportunity. 

But there may be a different motive, which 
will a Ectle diſtinguiſh the offenders. For tho), 
one ſhou'd have a vanity in ruining another's. 
reputation, yet the other may only have an am- 
bition to advance his own. And I beg leave, 
my Lord, that I may plead the latter, both as 
the cauſe 3 of this dedieation- 
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„ DEDICATION. 


Whoever is king, is alſo father of ts « coun- 
Mia z and as no body can difpute your Lordſhip's 
gare, iu poetry, ſo all that are concern'd, 
ought to acknowledge your univerſal patro- 
mage: and it is only preſuming on the privi. 
lege of a loyal ſubject, that I have ventured to 
make this my addreſs of thanks to your Lord- 
Sip; which, at the ſame time, includes a,prayer 
for your protection. 

am not ignorant of the common form of 
poetical dedications, which are generally wade 
of panegyrics, where the authors endeavour to 
ciſtingurſh their patrons, by the ſhining cha- 
racters they give them, above other men. But 
that, my Lord, is not my bufineſs at this timo, 
nor is your Lordſhip z to be diſtinguiſhed. 
I am contented. with the honour I do myſeli in 
this epiſtle; without the vanity of attempting 
to add to, or * your Lordflip's cha. 
racter. 

] confeſs, it is not without ſome ſtruggling, 
that I tehave myſelf in this caſe as J onght: 
for it is very hard to be pleaſed with a ſubject, 
and yet forbear it. But I chuſe rather to fol- 
low Pliny's precepts than his example, when, iy 
His panegyric to the Emperor Trajan, he ſays, 


Nec minus confiderabo quid aures ejus pati pofſunt 
quam quid birtutibus debratur. 


37 hope I may be excug'd: the pedantry of a 
quot ition, when it is ſo juſtly applied. Here 
are ſome lines in the print, (and which your: 
Lordſhip read before this play was acted), that 
were omitted on the ſtage; and particularly 

one whole ſcene iu the third act, which not only 
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But Wund myſelf in great dah 
"of 2 long play, and was glad to help it 
where I. cbuld. Though notwithſtanding my 


Une! TY the Kind reception it had from the 


Wh: I could heartily wich it yet ſhorter: but 


the number of Aire characters repreſented: 
in it, "would have been too much crowded in 
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Jeſs room. 
This Ale on prolixity, „ (a fault for 
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By Mr BTT #8 + du ſh 

THE buchondmas in vain renews vs bis toil, . 
To cultivate. each: year. a bungry ſoil; #8; 
And fond'y bopes for rich and generous fre, fea 
When what ſhould feed. the, tree, devours the rocks 
Th* un laden boughs, he fees, bode certain dearth, 
Unleſs tranſplanted to mere kindly earth, 
So, the poor busbands of the ſtage, who found. 
Their labours loft upon ungrateful ground, 
This laſt and only remedy have prov'd; 
And hope new fruit from ancient flocks rev. 
Well may they hope, when you 10 kindly aid, | 
Well plant a foil which you 0 rich have made. 
Hs Nature gave the world to man's firft age, 
$9 from your bounty we receive this ſtage ; AR 
The freedom, man was born to, you” ve reſtor d, 
And to our world ſuch plenty you afford, 
Tt ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord, 
But ſince in Paradife frail fleſh gave way, 
And when but two were made, both went aſtray; 
Torbear your wonder, and the fault forgive, 
Tf in our larger family we grieve 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 
We, who remain, would gratefully repay 
W hat our endeavours can, and bring, this day, 


The firſt-fruit offering of @ virgin play. 
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We hope there's ſomething that may pleaſe. each taſte; _ "p.- 
And tho' of lomely fare we thate hb fem. 8 
Tet you will find variety at leaft. 
Theres humour, which. - for chearful friends we got., 4 vt 

Aud for the thinking party there's a plot. 4 | 
Me ve ſomething too, to gratify ill nature, 18 > 
(If there be any here) and that is ſatire. | 
The“ Satire ſcarce dares grin, tis grown ſo mild "REY? of 
Or only heus its tectꝭ, an if it e _ 2: CN 
As ofſes thiftles, poets mumble a wit, N * r Fenn 
And dare not bite, for "fear of being bit. Ds WES 
They hold their pens, as words a are held by fools, 8 „ 
And are afraid to uſe their own edge tools, : | | 
Since the Plain Dealer's Scenes of manly rage, | 
Net one has dar'd to laſh this crying age. | 
This time, the poet owns the bold efſayy 
Yet hopes there's no ill manners in bis fly: . 
And he declares by me, be has deft gn'd 


* - * 
© Ww x ©, s * # 
\ "I th * 4 By Oo. 
. 


N * 
Na 2 \ 


, 14 
Afront to none, but frankly ſpeaks bis mind. 
1 A . \ 
And ſpou'd tb" enſuing ſeenes not chance to Bit, N 
a Stan e 1 
He offers but this ane excuſe, "tas writ, | 
. your late EE fu wit, - 
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Sir SAMPSON LEGEND, father to Valentine and Beg, 


VALENTINE, fallen under his father's. diſpleaſure, by hi; 
expenſive way of living, in love with Angelica. 


SCAN DAL, his friend, a free ſpeaker, 


TATTLE, a half-witted- beau, vain of his amours, . yet va- 
luing himſelf for ſecrecy. 


Bau, Sir Sampſon's younger ſon, half home-bred, and half 


ſea- bred, deſign d to marry. Miſs Prue, . 


ForESIGHT, an illiterate old fellow, peeviſh and poſitive, . 


ſuperſtitious, © and pretending to underſtand aſtrology, 
palmiſtry, phiſiognomy, omens, — * uncle. te 
Angelica. * 5 
Jer ew, fervant to Valentine | 2 
TRAPLAND, a ſcrivener. | 
B u Rn a lawyer. 


Axc ELICA, niece.to Foreſight, of A conſiderable, fortuo: 
in her own hands. 

Mrs.FoR&$1GHT, ſecond wife to Foreſighlt. 

Mrs FR 41 L, fiſter to Mrs Foreſight, a woman of the town. 


Miſ>Px vt, daughter to W by a Inc, a fl 
aukward country girl. 

None to Rliſs Prue. ME ae en e 
Ard. eee eee. 
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LOVE for LOVE. 


& SJ L62--R-4 


VALENTINE Jn his Chamber reading, JEREMY waiting... 
Several books upon the table, 


1 VALENTINE. . 4 
TEREMY. | 
J Jer. Sir. \ 
Val. Here, take away; I'll walk a turn, and di- 


geſt what I have read 

Jet. You'll grow deviliſh fat upon this paper diet. 

[ Aſide, and taking away the bonks, , 
Val. And d'ye hear, go you to breakfalt—There's a 
page doubled down in Epictetus, that is a feaſt for an 
emperor. 

Jer. Was Epictetus a real cook, or did he only write 
receipts? 

Val. Read, read, Sirrah, and refine your appetite; 
learn to live upon inſtruction; feaſt your mind, and. 
mortify your ficſh; read, and take. your nouriſhment. 
in at your eyes; ſhut up your mouth, and chew the cud 
of underſtanding. So Epictetus adviles. 

Fier. O Lord! I have heard much of him, when I. 
waited upon a gentleman. at Cambridge: pray what 
was that Epictetus? | 

Val. A very rich man, —— Not worth a groat. 

Jer. Humph, and ſo he hag made a very fine feaſt, 
where there is nothing to be eaten. 

Val. Yes. 

Fen. Sir, you're a, gentleman, and probably underſtand: 
this fine feeding : but if you pleaſe, I had rather be at 
board wages. Does your Epiftetus, or your Seneca here, 


* WEI. 1 4 1 By » 4.3 
or any of theſe poor rich rogues, teach you how to pay 
your "debts without money? will they ſhut up the months 
of your creditofs? will Plato be bail for you? or Dio- 
genes, becauſe he underſtands confinement, and liv'd in 
a tub, go to priſen for you ? 'Slife, Sir, What do you 
mein, to mew yourſelf up here with three or four muſty 
books, in commendation of ſtarving: and poverty! 

Val. Why, Sirrah, I have no money, you know it; 

and therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: and in 
that I but follow the examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt 
men in all-ages; theſe poets and philoſophers, whom 
you naturally hate, for juſt ſuch another. reaſon ; be- 
6auſe they abound in ſenſe, and you are a fool. 

Fer. Ay, Sir, I am a fool, I know it: And yet, 
Heav'n help me, I'm poor enough to be a wit— But I 
was always a fool, when I told you what your expences 
would bring you to; your coaches and your liveries; 
your treats and your balls; your being in love with 
a Lady, that did not care a farthing for you in your 
proſperity; and keeping company with wits, that car'd 
for nothing but your proſperity, and now when. you are 
poor, hate you as much as they do one another. 

Val. Well; and now I am poor, I have an opportunity 
to be revenig'd on them all; L'Il purſue Angelica with 
moe love than ever; and appear more notoriouſly her 
iin this reſtraint, than when I openly rival'd the 
T1. ps that made court to her; ſo ſhall my poverty 
be a mortification to her pride, and perhaps make her 
compaſſionate the love, which has principally reduc'd 
me to this lowneſs of fortune. And for the wits, I'm 
ſure I am in a condition to be even with them 

Fer. Nay, your condition is , even with theirs, 
that's the truth on't. 12 

Val. I'll take ſome of their trade out of their hands, 
Fer. Now Heaven of mercy ate the tax upon 
paper I you don't mean to write? | 
Val, — Ido; Vil write a . ; 
Jer. Hem Bir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſail 
Sfthree lines—only to certify thoſe whom it 
eech I the bearer: hereof, Jeremy Fetch by 


AJ. LOVE for LOVE, 71 
game, has for the ſpice of ſeven years truly and faith · 
fully ſerv d Valentine Legend, Eſq; and that he is not 
now turn'd away for any miſdemeanor, but does volun» 
tarily diſmiſs his rd . any further e o- 
ver 1 TiSi 103 2D > <4 7 <4 
Fal. No, Sirrah, you that live * me e ill... COT NO 

Fer. Sir, dis impoſſible I may die with you, ſtarve 
with you, or be damn'd with your works : but to live, 
even three days, the life of a play, I no more expect 
it, than to be canoniz'd for a muſe, after my. deceaſe. 

Val. You are witty, you rogue, I ſhall want your 
help z——PI have you learn to make couplets, to tag 
the ends of acts: d'ye hear, get the maids to crambo 
in an evening, 'and learn the knack of rhiming;.you 
may arrive at the height of a ſong, ſent by an unknown 
hand, or a chocolatehouſe lampoon. 

Fer, But, Sir, is this the way to recover your father's 
favour 2 why, Sir Sampſon will be irreconcilable. If your 
younger brother ſhou'd come from ſea, he'd never look 
upon you again. You're undone, Sir, you're ruin'd; 
you won't have a friend left in the world, if you turn 
poet. Ah, pox confound that Will's coffeehouſe, it 
has ruin'd more young men than the Royal Oak lottery 
Nothing thrives that belongs to't. The man of the 
houſe would have been an Alderman by this time with 
half the trade, if he had ſet up in the city For my 
part, I never fit at the door, that I don't get double the 
ſtomach that I do at a horſe race. The air upon Ban- 
ſtead Downs is nothing to it for a whetter ; yet I never 
ſee it, but the fpirit of famine appears to me, ſometimes 
Uke a decay'd porter, worn out with pimping, and car» 
rying billet-doux and fongs ; not like other porters for 
hire, but for the jeſt's ſake. Now like a thin chairman, 
melted down to half his proportion, with carrying a 
poet upon tick, to viſit ſome great fortune; and his 


fare to be paid, like the wages of ſin, r at the bard 


of marriage, or. the day of death 
Val. Very well, Sir, can you proceed? 4 
Jer. Sometimes like a bilk'd bookſeller, with a a- 


gte terriſy d countenance; that looks as if he had writ 
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fen for himſelf, or were reſolv'd to tutn author, and 
bring the reſt of. his brethren into the fame condition, 
And laſtly, in the form of a worn-ont punk, with verſes 
Ar her hand, which her vanity had prefer'd ro ſetile- 
ments, withour a whole tatter to her tail, but as ragged 
as one of the muſes; or as if ſhe were carrying her 
nnen to the paper-mill to be converted into folio books 
of warning to all young maids, not to prefer poetry tt 
good ſenſe, or lying in the arms of a needy wit, before 
the embraces of a wealthy fool. 


8 CE N. E m. 
"VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 
Scan. What, Jeremy holding forth? 
Fal. The rogue has (with all the wit he could muſter 


vp) been declaiming againſt wit. 
* Scan. Ay? why then l'm afraid Jeremy has wit: for 


vhere-ever it is, it's always contriving its own ruin. 


Fer. Why, ſo I bave been telling my Maſter, Sir: 
Mr Scandal, for Heaven's ſake, Sir, try if you can diſ- 
ſuade him from turning poet. | 

Scan. Poet! he ſhall turn ſoldier firſt, and rather de- 
pend upon the outſide of his head, than the lining, 
V hy, what the devil, has not your poverty made you 
ent mies enoogh ? muſt you needs frewwour wit to get 
more? 

Fer. Ay, more indeed: for wlis cares for Any body 
mat has more wit than himſelf? 

Scan. Jeremy ſpeaks like an oracle. Don't you ſee 
How worthle(s great men, and dull rich rogues, avoid a 
witty man of {mall fortune? why, he looks like a writ 
of enquiry into their tides and eſtates; and feemt 
commiſfon'd by H-aven to ſeize the better half. 

Val. Therefore would rail in my e and be 
reveng'd. 

Scug. Rail? at whem? the whole world ? Impotent 
and vain! Who would die a martyr to ſenſe in a coun» 
try where the religion is folly? You may ſtand at bay 
or a while, but when the full cry is againſt you, you 
manꝰt have fair play for your life, If you cant be-fairly 
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run down by the bounds, you will be. treacherouſly ſhot 
by the buntſmen.——No, turn pimp, flatterer, quack, 
lawyer, parſon, be chaplain to an atheiſt, or ſtallion to 
an old woman, any thing. but poet; a modern poet is 
worſe, more ſervile, timorous, and fawning, than any 
1 have named ; without you could retrieve the ancient 
honours of the name, recall the tage of Athens, and 
be allowed the force of open honeſt ſatire, 

Pal. You are as inveterate againſt our poets 28 if your 
character had been lately expos'd upon the ſtage—Nay, 
I am not violently bent upon the trade -[ One knocks} 
Jeremy, ſee who's there. [Jer. goes to the door.) But 
tell me what you would have me do ?—— What do the 
world ſay of me and my forc'd confinement ? 

Scan. The world behaves itſelf as it uſes to do on 
ſuch occaſions : Some pity you and condemn your father; 
others excuſe him and blame you ; only the ladies are 
merciful and wiſh you well, ſince love and pleaſurable 
expence have been your greateſt faults, 

Val. How vow? - 

Fer. Nothing new, Sir; I have Ailpatchvd ſome half 
a dozen duns with as much dexterity as a hungry judge 
does cauſes at dinner-time. 

Pal. What anſwer have you given em? 

Scan. Patience, I ſuppoſe, the old receipt. 

Fer. No, faith, Sir; I have put them off ſo long with 
patience and forbearance, and other fair words, that I 
was forc'd now to tell *em in plain downright Engliſh— 

Val. What? 

Fer. That they ſhould be paid. 

Val. When? 

Fer. To-morrow. 

Val. - how the devil do vou mean to keep your 
word? | 

Fer. Keep it! Not at all: it has been fo very much 
ſtretched, that T reckon it will break of courſe by to- 
merrow; and no body be furpris'd at the matter 


[ Knocking. ]-Again! Sir, if you don't like my negocia- | 


tion, will you be pleas'd to — theſe n 5 
mw $$0\whottbey are 
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SCE N I II. 
VALENTINE, Scax pA. 


val By this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be 

great; ſecretaries of ſtate, preſidents of the council, and 

enerals of an army, lead juſt ſuch a life as I do; have 
Juſt ſuch crowds of viſitants in a morning, all ſoliciting 
of paſt promiſes, which are but a civiler fort of duns, 
that lay claim to voluntary debts. 

Scan. And you, like a true great man, have engaged 
their attendance, and promis'd more than ever you in- 
tended to perform; are more perplexed to find evaſions 
than you would be to invent the honeſt means of keep - 
ing your word, and gratifying your creditors. 

Val. Scandal, learn to ſpare your friends, and do not 
provoke your enemies; this liberty of your tongue will 
one day bring a confinement on your body, my friend. 


K $-C..K.MN IV. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


Fer. O Sir, there's Trapland the ſcrivener, with two 
fuſpicious fellows like lawful pads, that would knock a 
man down with pocket tipſtaves. — And there's your 
father's ſteward, and the nur ſe with one of your chil- 
aren from Twitnam. + 

© Val. Pox on her; cou'd ſhe'find no other i time to fling 
my ſins in my face ? Here, give her this, [Gives money 
and bid her trouble me no more: a thoughtleſs two- 
handed whore; ſhe knows my condition well enough, 
and might have overlaid the child a fortnight ago if the 
had had any forecaſt in her. | 

Scan. What, is it aer y. Margery with my goaſon; ? 

Jer. Yes, Sir. 

Scan. My bleſſing to the boy, with this ben 2 
44500 of my love: And, d'ye hear? bid Margery put 
more flocks. in her bed, ſhift twice a week, and not 
work fo hard; that ſhe may not rr ſo e — 
1 hall take the air ſhortly, 

Val. Scandal, dont ſpoil my Bags milk, — Bid e 
land come in. If Ican giye that Cerberus x ſop, I ſhall 
be at reſt for one day 


Ab 
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VALENTINE, SCANDALs TRAPLAND, JEREMY, 


Val. O Mr Frapland ! my old friend! welcome. Je- 
remy, a chair quickly: aue of ſack and a toaſt— 
Fy— a chair firſt. ” 

Trap. A good morning to you, Mr Valentine, and t to 
you, Mr Scandal. 

Scan. The morning's a very good morning, if you 
don't ſpoil it. 

Val. Come, fit you down, you know his way. 

Trap. ſits. ] There is a debt, Mr Valentine, of fifteen 
hundred pound of pretty long ſtanding 

Val. I cannot talk about buſineſs with a thirſty pa- 
te Sirrah, the ſack. 

Trap. And I deſire to know what courſe you have 
taken for the payment? 

Val. Faith and troth, I am heartily glad to ſee you 
my ſervice to Ae fill to honeſt Mr N 
Fuller. 1 

Frap. Hold, ſweet 4s 2 this is not to our buſineſs; 

My ſervice to you, Mr Scandal. "LON, II have 
ſorborn as long 

Val. Tother glaſs, and then we'll talk. Fill, Jeremy. 

Trap. No more, in truth——1 have forborn, I ſay 
Val. Sirrah, fill when I bid you. — And how does 
your handſome daughter arne huſband to 
her. [ Drinks. 

Trap. Thank I. ane been out of this mo- 
ney 

Val. Drink firſt, Scandal; why do yon not drink 1 
i 1 16 [ Dhey drink, 

Trap. And, i in \ nor; I can be put off no longer. 

Val. I was much oblig d to you for your ſupply: it 
did me ſignal ſervice in my neceſſity. But you delight 
in doing good. —Scandal, drink to me; my ſriend 
Trapland's health. An honeſter man lives not, nor one 
more ready to ſerve his friend in diſtreſs, though I ſay 
uu to his face. Come, fill each man his glaſs. 

Scan. What? 1 know: Trapland tray been a nn. 


B 2 
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maſter, and loves a wench Rill. You never knew A 
whoremaſter that was not an honeſt fellow, | 

Trap. Fy, Mr Scandal, you never knew— 

Scan. What, don't I know? I know the buxom 
black widow in the Poultry Eight hundred pound a 
year jointure, and twenty thouſand: pound in money, 
Abah ! old Trap. 

Val. Say you ſo, faith ? Come, well nder the 
widow. I know whereabouts you are. Come, to the 
widow 3 

FTrap. No more, indeed. 

Pal. What, the widow's health! Give it him—0ff 
with it. [They drink. ] A lovely girl, "faith ; black ſpark- 

ling eyes, ſoft ponting ruby lips! Better ſealing there 
than a bond for a million, hah ! 

Trap. No, no, there's no ſuch thing; we'd better 
mind our buſineſs —— You're a wag. 
©. Val, No faith, we'll mind the widow's buſineſs. Fill 
again—Pretty ond heaving breaſts—a Barbary ſhape, 
and a jut with her bum would ſtir an anchoret; and 

the prettieſt foot! Oh if a man could but faſten his eyes 
to her feet, as they ſteal in and out, and play at bo-peep 
under her petticoats! Ah! Mr Trapland? 

Trap. Verily. Give me a glaſs —— You're a wag— 
ond here's to the widow. [ Drinks, 

Scan, He begins to chuckle u him cloſe, or he'll 
relapſe into a dun, 


SKN E VI. 
Fo them Orricen, © © 


OF. By your leave, Gentlemen Mr Trapland, it 

me muſt do our office tell us, —— We have half a dozen 

gentlemen to arreſt in Pall-Mall and Covem-Garden; 
and if we don't make haſte, the chairmen will be abroad 23 
and Ade the chocolatehouſes and then our labour's f 


lost. 
Tap. Ua that's rue, Mr Valentine; * — mirtb, | 
10 „ bot buſineſs muſt be done; are you ready to 


Jer. Sir, your father” s ſteward ſays he comes 40 Make | 
propoſals concerning you debts, 
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Val. Bid him come in. Mr Trapland, ſend away your 
officer, you ſhall have an anſwer preſently. 
Trap. Mr Snap, ſtay within call. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL,' TRAPLAND, JEREMY, 
STEWARD, who whiſpers Valentine. 


Scan. Here's a dog now, a traitor in his wine. Sirrah, 
refund the ſack. Jeremy, fetch him ſome warm water, 
er I] rip up his ſtomach, and go the ſhorteſt way to his 
conſcience. | 

Trap. Mr Scandal, you are uncivil ; I did not value 


your ſack ; but you cannot expect it again when I have 
drunk it. 


Scan. And how do you expect to have your money 
again when a gentleman has ſpent it ? 

Val. You need ſay no more, I underſtand the condi- 
tions; they are very hard, but my neceſſity is very 
preſſing; I agree to em. Take Mr Trapland with you, 
and let him draw the writing.—Mr Trapland, you 
know this man, he ſhall ſatisfy you. 

Trap. Sincerely I am loth to be thus preſſing, but my 
neceſſity | 


Val. No apology, good Mr Scrivener, you ſhall be 
paid. 


Trap. I hope you forgive me ; my buſineſs requires 
S CE N E VIII. 
- VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 
Scan. He begs pardon like a bangman at an execu- 
tion. 
Val. But J have got a reprieve. 
Scan, I am ſurpris'd ; what, does your anker relent? 
Val. No; he has ſent me the hardeſt conditions in the 
world. You have heard of a booby brother of mine that 
was ſent to ſea three years ago? This brother, my fa- 
ther hears, is landed; whereupon he very affectionately 
ſends me word, if I will make a deed of eonveyance of 
y right to his eſtate after his death to my youngec 
other, he will immediately furniſh me wich four. thou- 
i i AE 
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fand pound to pay my debts, and make my fortune, 
This was once propoſed before; 'and I refuſed it; but 
the preſent impatience of my creditors for their money, 


and my own impatience of confinement, and abſence 
from Angelica, force me ts conſent. 


Scan. A very defperate demonſtration of your love to 


Angelica; and I think ſhe has never given you any aſ- 
ſurance of hers. 

Val. You know her temper; ſhe never gave me any 
great reaſon either for hope or deſpair. 

Scan, Women of her airy temper, as they ſeldom think 
before they act, ſo they rarely give us any light to gueſs 
at what they mean: but you have little reaſon to be- 
lieve that a woman of this age, who has had an indif- 
ference for you in your proſperity, will fall in love with 
your ill fortune ; beſides, Angelica has a great fortune 
of her own, and great fortunes either expect another 
great fortune, or a fool. i 


e IX. 
To them JEREMY. 


Fer. More misfortunes, Sir. 

Val. What, another dun ? 

Fer. No, Sir, but Mr Tattle is eome to wait upon you. 
Val. Well, I can't help it—you muſt bring him up; 
he knows I don't go abroad. 


SCENE; 
"VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 


Scan. Pox on him, I'll be gone, x 
Val. No, pr'ythee ſtay : Tattle and you mould never 
be aſunder: you are light and ſhadow, and ſhew one 
another; he is perfectly the reverſe both in humour and 
underſtanding; and as you ſet up for defitwatitn, he is 
1 mender of reputations. + | 
Scan. A mender of reputations! ay, juſt as he is a 
keeper of ſecrets, another virtue that he ſets up for in 
the ſame manner: for the rogue will ſpeak aloud in the 
poſture of a whiſper, and deny a woman's name, while 
be gives you the marks of her perſon: he will forſweac 


has counterfeited the hand too, and {worn to a truth; 
but he hopes not to be believ*d; and refuſes the reputation 
of a lady's favour, as a * ſays, No, to a biſhoprio, 
only that it may be granted him. — In ſhort, he is a 
public profeſſor of ſecrecy, and makes proclamation that 
he holds private intelligence. —-He's here, 


SCE NE XI. 
x To them TATTLE. 

Tat. valentine, good morrow ; Scandal, I am ous 
— That is, when you ſpeak well of me. 

Scan. That is, when I am yours; for while I am my 
own, or any body's elſe, that will never happen. 

Tat, How inhuman ! 

Val. Why, Tattle, you need not be mnch concern'd 
at any thing that he ſays : for to converſe. with Scandal 
is to play at Loſing Loadum ; you mult loſe a good name 
to him before you can win it for yourſelf. 

Tat, But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate 
for him, that the world ſhall think the better of any 
perſon for his catumniation I thank Heaven, it has 
always been a part of my character to handle the repu- 
rations of others very tenderly indeed, 

Scan. Ay, ſuch rotten reputations as you have to deal 
with, are to be handled tenderly indeed. Bar” 

Tat. Nay, but why rotten ? Why ſhould you ſay, rot- 
ten, when you know not the perſons of whom you Ar ? 
How cruel that is! 

Scan, Not know 'em ? why, . never badſt to do 
with any body that did not ſtink to all the town... 
Tat. Ha, ha, ha! nay, now you make a jeſt of it in · 
deed, For there is nothing more known than that no 
body knows any thing of that nature of me. As I hope 
to be ſav'd, Valentine, I never expoſed. „ n ſince 
I knew what woman was. 
- Val. And yet you have-convers'd. with, — Thy 

Tat. To be free with you, I have -I don't care 15 
len hat Nay more, (Pm going to ſay a bold word 
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receiving a letter from ber, and at the ſame time ſhew 
you her hand in the ſuperſcription; and yet, perhaps, he 


| 
| 
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now), I never could meddle with a "mane that had to 


do with any body elſe, e tte ws 

Scan, How ! 

Val. Nay, faith, Pm apt to ö | bim—Raceps her 
huſband, Tattle. 

Tat. Oh, that——— 
Scan. What think you of that — cocmodet 
Mrs Drab? 

Tat. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has wade her braps 

in three or four places that I ſaid this and that, and 
writ to her, and did I know not what—But, upon my 
reputation, ſhe did me wrong—Well, well, that was 
malice—But I know the bottom of it. She was brib'd to 
that by one we all know—A man too. Only to bring me 
into diſgrace with a certain woman of quality — 

Scan. Whom we all know. | 

Tat. No matter for that— Yes, yes, every body knows 
No doubt on't, every body knows my ſecrets— But 
I ſoon ſatisfy'd the lady of my innocence ; for I told her 
Madam, ſays I, there are ſome perſons who make 
it their buſineſs to tell tories, and ſay this and that of 


one and t'other, and every thing in the world; and, ſays 
I, if your Grace — 


Scan. Grace! 

Tat. O Lord, what have I ſaid? My ke tongue! 

Val. Ha, ha, ha 

Scan. Why, Tattle, thou haſt more impudence than 
one can in reaſon expect: I ſhall have an eſteem for thee. 
Well, and, ha, ha, ha! well, go on; and what did you 
ſay to her Grace? 

Val. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary. 

Tat. Not a word, as I hope to be ſav'd; an arrant 


lap ſut linguæ Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe, 


Val. Well, but how did you acquit yourſelf ? 
Fat. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with 


you a woman of ordinary rank was a little jealous 


of me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith—I know 


not what——Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. 


[ Hums a ſong. 


Scan. flang him, let him alone, he has a mind we 
ſhould enquire, 


b 
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Far. Valentine, I ſupp'd laſt night with-your miſtreſs, 
and her uncle Foreſight : I think your father lyes in 


For eſigh t's . 
Val. Ves. 


Tat. Upon my ſoul Angelic s a Sos cen io 


[ is Mrs Foreſight, and her ſiſter Mrs Frail. 


Scan. Yes, Mrs Frail is a very fine woman, we all 


know her, 
Tat. Oh, that is not fair, 
Scan, What 2 
Fat. To tell. 


- Scan. To tell what? Why, what do you know of 


Mrs Frail? 


Tat. Who, I? Upon honour I don't know whether he 
be man or woman; but by the ſmoothneſs of her chin, 


and roundneſs of ber hips, 

Scan. No! 

Fat. No. 

Scan. She ſays otherwiſe. - 
Tat. Impoſſible ! 5 
Scan. Yes, faith. Aſk Valentine elſe. - 


Tat. Why then, as I hope to be ſav'd, I believe a 
woman only obliges a man to ſecrecy, that ſhe may 


have the pleaſure of telling herſelf. 


Scan. No doubt on't, Well, but has ſhe done you 


wrong, or no ? You have had her? Ha? 


Tat. Tho? I have more honour than to tell Sr, L 
have more manners than to contradid what a lady has 


declard. 
Scau, Well, you own it? 


Tat. I am ſtrangely ſurprisd! Yes, yes, I can't deny't 


if the taxes me with it. 


Scan. "She'll be here by and by, ſhe hon Valentine 


every morning. 
Tat. Row 1 


Pal. She does me the favour I mean of a viſie * 
times. I did not think ſhe had granted more to any body, 

Scan. Nor I, faith But Tattle does not uſe to bely a 
dy; z it is contrary to his r one my be 


deceiva ins Woman, Valentine 
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Tat. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen? 

"Sean, Pm refolv'd PII aſk her. 

Tat. O barbarous! Why, did you not tell me 

Scan. No, you told us. 

Fat. And bid me aſk Valentine? re 0 

Val. What did I ſay? I hope you won't being me to 
confeſs an anſwer, vhen you never aſł'd me the queſtion, 

Tat. But, Gentlemen, this is the wolt hymen pro- 
ceeding 

Val. Nay, if you have known Scandal thas ks, and 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable decoy as this was, the 
ladies have a fine time, whoſe reputations are in your 
keeping. 


S CE N E XII. 
To them JEREMY. 


Fer. Sir, Mrs Frail has ſent to know if you are Ricriog 
Val, Shew her up when ſhe comes. 


SCENE XIII. 


VALENTINE; SCANDAL, Tarrza. | 


Tat. Vl} be gone: | _ 

Ful. You'll meet her. 

Tat. Is there not a back way ? 

Pal. If there were, you have more diſcretion than to 
give Scandal ſuch an advantage; why, your running 
ney will prove all that he can tell her. 

Tar. Scandal, you will not be ſo nngenerous——0O I 
ſhall loſe my reputation of ſecrecy for ever——1 ſhall 
never be receiv'd but upon public days, and my, viſits 


will never be admitted beyond a drawing-room: I ſhall 
never ſee a bedchamber again, never be lock'd in a 


cloſet, nor run behind a ſcreen; or under a table; never 
be diſtinguiſh'd among the waiting-women by the name 
of truſty Mr Tattle more—You will not be ſo cruel. 


Val. Scandal, have pity on ied] he'll an to any 
conditions. | 


Tat. Any, any terms; ret 
Scan. Come then, ſacrifice half a Joan! women of 


. reputation to me preſently Come, where are y 
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familiar? And ſee that they are women of quality too, 
the firſt quality 

Fat. *Tis very barons a Baronet's Lady paſs? 

Scan. No, nothing under a Right Honourable. 

Tat. O inhuman ! you don't expect their names. 
Foan. No, their titles ſhall ſerve. 

Tat. Alas, that's the ſame thing: pray ſpare me 
their. tit les; I'll deſcribe their perſons. 

Scan. Well, begin then; but take notice, if you are 
ſo ill a painter” that I cannot know the perſon by your 
picture of her, you muſt be condemn'd, like other bad 
painters, to write the name at the bottom. 

Tat. Well, firſt then 


8 'C E N £E XIV. 
. To them Mrs FRAIL. 
Fat. O unfortunate ! ſhe's come already; will you 
have patience ?till another time, I'll double the number. 

Scan, Well, on that condition—Take heed you don't 
fail me. 

Mrs Frail. I thall get a fine reputation, by coming 
to ſee fellows in a morning. Scandal, you devil, are 
you here too? Oh, Mr Tattle, every thing is ſafe with 
you, we know. 

Scan, Tattle. | 

Tat. Mum—O Madam, yon do me too much honour. 

Val. Well, Lady Galloper, how does Angelica? 

Mrs Frail. Angelica ? Manners! 

Val. What, you will allow an abſent lover —— 

Mrs Frail. No, T'Il allow a lover preſent with his 
miſtreſs to be particular But otherwiſe I think his 
paſſion ought to give place to his manners. 

Val. But what if he has more paſſion than manners? 

Mrs Frail. Then let him marry and reform. D e 

Val. Marriage indeed may qualify the fury of his 
paſſion, but it very rarely mends a man's manners. 

Mrs Frail. You are the moſt miſtaken in the world: 
there is no creature perfectly civil but a huſband. For 
in a little time he grows only-rude to his wife, and that 
is the higheſt good breeding, for it begets his civility; 
to other people. Well, I'll tell you news; but I ſuppoſe 
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you war” yourbrother Benjamin is landed. And my bro. 
mer Foreſight's daughter is come ont of the -evuntry=. 
I aſſure you there's a match talkꝰd of by the od people 
Well, if he be but as great a ſea - beaſt, .as:{hbris a land. 
monſter, we ſhall have a moſt.amphiblouF brebd Thie 
progeny will be all otters 2 he has been bred at ſea, 
and ſhe has never been out of the country. 

Val. Pox take em, r og ener} 4 me no 
good, Im ſur eee. 

Mr. Frail. Now you talk of conjunion, wy: PA 
ther Foreſ ght has caſt both their nativities, and prog- 
noſticates an admiral; and an eminent juſtice of the peace 
to be the iſſue-male of their two bodies. Tis the: moſt 
ſuperſtitious ' old-fool! He would have perſuaded me 
that this was an unlucky day, and wou'd not let me 
come abroad: but I invented a dream, and ſent him 


to Artemedorus for interpretation, and ſo ſtole out to 


ſee you. Well, and what will you give me now? Come, 
J muſt have fomething:: | 

Val. Step | into the next room, and nt give you 
ſomething. 

Scan. Ay, we we'lt- all give you ſomething. 

* Mrs Frail. Well, what will you all 5 me? 

Val. Mine's a ſecret. 

Mes Frail. I thought you 3 give me + fomerhing, 
iat would be a trouble to you to keep. 

Val. and Scandal ſhall give you a good name. 

- Mrs Frail, That's more than he has 1 himſelf, 

And what will you give me, Mr Tattle ? 
Fat. 175 My ſoul, Madam. 4. 

. Mrs Frail. Pooh, no, I thank you, I have enough to 
do to take care of my own. Well, but I'll come and 
ſee you one of theſe: .;! 1 _ e a great 
many picture. 

Tat. I have a pretty good ies at your foros, 
ſome original. 

Scan. Hang him, he has nothing bur the Seaſons, and 
the twelve Cæſars, paltry copies; and the five Senſes, 
as ill repreſented, as they are in himſelf; and he bim- 
{elf is the only original you will ſee! there 
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Mr: Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a cloſet, of besuties. 


Scan.. Yes, r 1 ng why | 


will believe him. IS 

Mrs Fra. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr Tartle, - —— 

Tat. Oh, Madam, thoſe are ſacred to love and con- 
templatim. No man but the painter and myſelf was 
ever bleſt with the ſight. | 

Mrs Frail. Well, but a women —— 

Tat. Nor woman, till ſhe conſented to have her 
picture there 2 then the's oblig'd to keep the 
ſecret. \- 5 

Sean. No, no z rome to me if you'd fee pictures. 

Mes Frail. You! 

Scan. Yes, faith, I can ſhew you your own nee; 
and moſt of your acquaintance to the _ and as like- 
as at Kneller's. - 


Mrs Frail. O wing creature——Valemine, does not 


he lie ?—TI can't believe a word he ſays, 

Val. No indeed, he ſpeaks truth now ; for as Tattle 
has piftures of all that have granted him favours, he 
has the pictures of all that have refus'd him; if ſatires, 
deſcriptions, characters, and lampoons are pictures. 

Scan. Les, mine are moſt in black and white — And 
yet there are ſome ſet out in their true colours, both men 
and women. I can ſhew you Pride, Folly, Affectation, 


Wantonneſs, -Incenſtancy, Covetouſneſs, Diſlimulation, 


Malice, and Ignorance, all in one piece. Then I can 
ſhew you Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cowardiſe, Brag- 
ging, Lechery, Impotence, and Uglineſs in another piece; 
and yet one of theſe is a celebrated beauty, and Yother a 
profeſt beau. I have paintings too, ſome pleaſant *. 

Mrs Frail. Come, let's hear em. 

Scan. Why, I have a beau in a baguio, cupping ar 
a — — and ſweating for a ſhape. * 

"Mrs Frail. 80 

Scan. Then 1 have a lady burning brandy in amb 
lar with a backney-coachman. —_ 

Mrs Frail. O devil! well, but that ory is not true. 

Scan. I have ſome hieroglyphics too; I have a laws. 
yer with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one face; 

* 0 Ly Xl. | C 
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a divine with two faces and one bead; and I have a 
- Joldief, with his brains in nn his heart Where 
- his head ſhou'd be. 

Mrs Frail, And no. head 15 

Scan. No head. | 

Mrs Frail,. Pooh, this is all invention. Have you 

- ne'er a poet? 

Scan. Yes, L have a poet weighing words, and felling 
praiſe- for praiſe, and a eritic picking his pocket. I have 
another large piece too, repreſenting a ſchool; where 

- there are huge proportion'd critics with long wigs, 
lac'd coats, Steinkirk cravats,. and terrible faces, with 
catcalls in their hands, and horn+beoks about their 

necks. I have many more of this kind, very well paint. 
ed, as you ſhall fee, 


Mrs Frail, Well, Pll come, if it. be but to diſprove 
vou. 


S CEE NV xv. 
To them JEREMY. 


Fer. Sir, here's the ſteward again from nner, 
Val. I'll come to him Will you give mo leave, Pl 
Wait on you again preſently, 
Mrs Frail. No, I'll be gone. Come, who ſquires me 
to the Exchange? I muſt call my ſiſter Foreſight there, 
Scan. I will: I have a mind to your ſiſter. 
Mrs Frail. Civil! 
Tat. I will, becauſe I have a tender for your Ladyſhip, 
Mrs Frail. That's ſomewhat the better un to my 
opinion. 
Scan, Well, if Fatile entertain you, I bave the better 
opportunity to engage your ſiſter. 
Val. Tell Angelica J am about making ward condi 
tions to come abroad, and be at liberty to ſee her. 
Scan. Ill give an account of you, and your proceed- 
- 3ngs... If indiſcretion be a ſign of love, you are the moſt 
a lover of any body that I know: you fancy that part- 
ing with your eſtate will help you to your miſtreſs— 
a my mind he is a thougmleſs adventurer, 
Who hopes to purchaſe wealth by ſelling land; 
Or win a midreſs with a loſing hand. 
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A Room in Foreſight OY who 


ForESTGHT and SERVANT. | 


FORESIGHT. 
Har fr What, are all the women of my family 


abroad? Is not my wife come dee nor my fitor, . 
hor my daughter ? * 


Ser. No, Sir. 


Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it? 


Sure the moon is in all her fortitudes; is my niece An- 
gelica at home? 


Ser. Ves, Sir. 

Fore. I believe you lie, Sir. 

Ser. Sir! 

Fore, I ſay you lie, Sir. It is impoſſible that any thing * 
ſhould be as I would have it; for I was born, Sir, when 
the crab was aſcending, and all my affairs go backward, 

Ser. I can't tell indeed; Sir. 


Fore, No, I know you can't, Sir : but I can tell, and 
foretell, Sir, , 


s e E N I" --136: 
To them NURSE« . 1 

Fore. Nurſe, where's your young miſtreſs? 
- Nurſe. Weelſt heart, knew not, they're none ofen: 
come home yet Poor child, I warrant ſhe's fond o'fee- 
ing the town—Marry, pray Heav'n they ba” given her 
auy dinner—Geod lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha! O ſtrange ; 
Il vow and ſwear now, ha, Vas; ha! wn; and did 
you ever ſeg the like! b 

Fore. Why, how now, what's the. matter | 

| Nurſe. Pray Heav'n ſend your Worſhip good luck, 
marry and amen with all my heart, for you have put 
on one ſtocking with the wrong ſide outward. 1 

Fore. Ha, how? Faith and troth I'm glad o it, and | 1 
ſo I have, that may be good luck in troth; in troth 3: 1 


* 
* 
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may, very good luck: nay; I have had ſome omens ; 1 


got out of bed backwards too this marning,. without 


premeditation; pretty good that too; but then T (tum. 


bled coming down ſtairs, and met a weaſel ; bad omens 


thoſe : ſome bad, ſome good, our lives are chequer'd : 
mirth and ſorrow, want and plenty, night and day, 


make up our time——But in troth I am pleas'd at my 


ſtocking ; very well pleas'd at my ſtocking— Oh, here's 


my niece !—Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend I'll wait 
on him if he's at leifure, tis now three o'clock, a very 


good hour for buſineſs, Mercury governs this hour, 
8.0. NE - ME 
ANGELICA, FORESIGHT, NURSE. 


Ang. Is it not a good hour for pleaſure too, Uncle ? 
pray lend me your coach, mine's out of order. 

Fore. What, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all fe- 
males are mad to- day—It is of evil portent, and bodes 
mifchief to the maſter of a family.—I remember an old 
propheſy written by Meſſahalah the Arabian, and thus 
tranſlated by a reverend Buckinghamſhire bard, 


Mien houſewifes all the houſe forſake, 


And leave good man to brew and a 

Mit houten guile, then be it ſuid, 
Tur houſs doth ſtand upon its bet; 

_ when the head is ſet in gd, 


Ne mar it be fruitful fond. 


Fruitful, the head fruitful ! that bodes borns ; the fruit 


of the head is horns.—Dear niece, ſtay at home For 


by the head of the houſe is meant the _— the 


propheſ needs no explanation. 


» 
* 


Ang, Well, but I can neither make you; a = PP} 


| Uncle, by going abroad; nor dern you * Wee one 
dy ſlaying at home. et 


Fore. Yes, yes; while there's ane. woman left the 


propheſy is not in full force. 


Ang: But my inclinations are in "DM 1 8 mind 
to go abraad; and if you wont lend me your coach, I'll 
take a hackney, or a chat and leave you to erect a 
ſcheme, and find who's in conjunction with your wiſe, 


ll a act 
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Why don't you keep her at hoe, if-yowre jealous of 
her when 4he's abroad? You: know my aunt is a little 
retrogade (as you call it) in her- natute. Vucle, Um 
Afraid you ave not lord of the aſcendant, Haz ha, ha! 

For, Well, Ju Flirt, you are ven pout—and always 
nach that celeſtial ſeienee. 

Ang. Nay; Uncle, don't be angry If vou are, Vil 
rip up all your falſe praphe ſies, ridiculous dreams, and 
idle dinaſiohs. Il ſwear you are a nuiſance to the 
neighbour hood. W hat a buſtle did you keep againſt 
the laſt inviſible eclipſe, laying in proviſions as 'twere 
ſor à ſiege? What: a world of fine and candle, matches 
and tinderboxes did you purchaſe !' One would have 
thought we were ever after to live under ground, or at 


leaſt making a voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there, 


all the dark ſeaſon. 

Fore. Why, you ions Si ere | 

Ang. Will you lend me your coach, or PII go on.— 
J Rigs PII declare how. you propheſied Popery was co. 
ming only becauſe the butler had miſlaid ſome of the 
';gpoRle-ſparns; and thought they were loſt. Away wen! 
rel;giar and ſpoonmeat together Indeed, Pnele, Þ'!: 
Indite you for a wizard. 


Fore. How,- -hufſy ! was there ever ſucu a provoking | 


minx ? 
Nur ſe. O merciful Father! how hs talks? 
Ang. Yes, I can make oath of yeun unlawful mid 
night practices; you and the old nurſe me 
Nur ſe. Marry, Heav'n defend I at mdnight practice 


— O Lord, what's here to do ?—L: unlagful goings. 


with my maſter's Worſhip—Why, did you ever hear the 
ke: now? Sir, did ever I do any thing of your mid 
night concerns but warm your bed, and tuck you up, 
and ſet the candle and your tobacco-box, and your 
urnal-by you, and now and then rub the loks, of your 
feet? — O Lord, I 
Ang. Ves, I ſaw you. together, through the key- hole 
of the cloſet, one night, like Saul. and the witch of 
Endor, turning ihe ſieve and theers, and pricking your 
ann, to-write a poor innocent ſervants batte i. in blood, 
F 485 6 bite „„ Ri. 


— 
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about a little nutmegrgrater, which the: had * 


the caudle cup een MR i: 1 
would ſpeak of it 6 


Fore. I defy, you, huſſy; but Yu ob is, Pl 
be reveng'd on you, cockatrice 3-I'l hamper you. —You 
have your fortune in your on hands but PU find 

a way to make your lover, your prodigal ſpendthrift 
_ gallant, Valentine, pay for all, I will. 

Ang. Will you? I care not, but all fhall out then 
Look to't, Nurſe ; I car bring wirneſs that you have a 
great unnatural teat under your left arm, and he an- 

other; and that you ſuckle a young devil in the ſhape 

of a ow cat, by turns, I can. 

Narſe. A teat, a teat, I an unnatural 70856 O the 

falſe ſlanderous thing; feel, feel here, if I have any 

thing but like another Chriſtian. [Cryins. 
Fore. I will have patience, ſince it is the will of the 


- ſtars I ſhould be thus tormented, —This is the effect of 


the malicious conjunct ions and oppoſitions in the third 
houſe of my nativity; there the curſe of kindred was 
foretold—But I wilt have my doors lock'd Air pu- 
niſh you, not a man thall enter my houſe. 

Ang. Do, Uncle, lock 'em up quickly before my aunt 
come home Loull have a letter for alimony to-morrow 
morning But let me be gone firſt, and then let no man- 
kind come near the houſe, but converſe with ſpirits and 
the celeſtial ſigns, the Bull, and the Ram, and the Goat. 
Ble fs me ! there are a great many horn'd beaſts among 
the twelye ſigns, Uncle. But cuckolds go to heav'n. 

_ Fors. But there's but one ROO N the ſigns, 
ſpitfire, but one virgin. 

Ang: Nor there had not deen that one, if ſhe had 
had to do wih any thing but aſtrologers, re That 
makes my aunt go abroad. 

Fare. How ?. how? dh thanks reckon? Come; you 
know ſomething; tell me, and PI forgive you; do, good 
niece Come, you ſhall have my coach and horſes— 
faith; and troth you {thall-— Does my wife complain? 
Come, 1 know women tell one another —She is young 
and avgyine, has a wanton hazale eye, and was born 
under Gemini, hich map incline her to ſocit t i ſhe has 
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z mole upon her lipj- with a moiſt palm, Aud an eas 
Iberality on the moum of Venus. Au 214 n 
: Ang Fa, ha, ha! — YO 485 „ bla G 
Fre. Do you tauph?—Well; Gentle woman \ I1SBur 
3 — be a geod girl, don't perplex your poor unele 


z 

tellme—wor'e yoo Gente? "Odd, eee W 
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Ser. Sir Sampſon; is coming-down We upon you 

Ang. Good buy, Uncle — Call me a chair—Pl find 
_ my aunt, and tell her ſhe muſt not come home. 
. Fore.. Pm fo perplex'diand vex'd I am not fit to re- 
ceive him; I ſhalt ſcarce recover myſelf. before the hour 
be'paſt, Go, Nurſe, tell Sir * I'm ready: to wait 
on him. 

Nurſe. Yes, Sir. 

Fore, Well — Why, if I was na to be a cuckold 
there's no more to 10 ſaid—he's here nee 


ForESIGHT and Sir SAMPSON aan 1 Papen 
Sir Sam. Nor no more to be done, old boy; that's 
plain Here tis, I have it in my hand, old Ptolomee; I. 
make the ungracious prodigal know who begat him; I 
vill, old Noſtrodamus. What, I warrant my ſon thought 
nothing belong'd to a father but forgiveneſs and affee- 
non; no authority, no correction, no arbitrary power; 
nothing to be done, but for him to offend, and me to 
pardon I warrant you, if he danc'd till doomſday he 
thought I was to pay the piper. Well; bur here it is un 
der black and white, ſignatam, ſigillatum, and 'Reliber a- 
tum; that as ſoon as my fon Benjamin is arriv'd, he is to- 
make over to him his right of inheritance: 'W heres y 
daughter that is:to:be=Hah | old Merlin! body o mie, 
I'm fo glad I'm reveng'd on this undutiful rogue! mY 
- Fore; Odſo, let me ſee; let me ſee the paper —— Ay, 
faith and troth bere tis. if it with but hold; —I wiſh things 
were done, and the conveyance made! When was this / 
ſign'd, what hour? Odfo, you ſhould have eonſulſted me 


for the time. Welk>þuriyel make haste L 1507 


* * 6 


52 7 LOVE for EON E. Act Ii. 


ir Fam. Hand, 4 ay, ay; balle enough, my ſon Ben will 
be in town tonight I have orderd my la wyer to dray 
up writings of ſettlement and jointure All ſhall be done 
to- mimi No matter for be time; pr'ythee, Brother 
Foreſight, leave ſuperſtition Por o th time; there's n 
time but the time proſent; there%'no more to be (aid of 
what's paſtù and all that is to come will happen. If the 
ſun ſhine by day, and the ſtars by night, 'why, we ſhall 
know one another's faces without the help of a candle, 
and that's all the ftars are good for. 

For. How, how? Sir Sampfon, that all? Give me leave 
to contradict you, and tell you, you are igtorant. 

Kir Sum. Itell ꝓou I am wiſe ; and ſapiens dominabilu 
alen ʒ theres Latin for you to prove it, and an argu- 
mentito confound your ephemeris. _——Tgnorant !—1 tel! 

you, I have travelPd, old Fircu, and know the globe; 7 

have ſeen the antipodes, where the ſun riſes at mid- 
nigbt, and ſeis at noon-day. 

Fore, But I tell you, I have travelbd, and travelb'd ir 
the celeſtial ſpheres, know the ſigns and the planets, and 
their houſes; can judge of motions. direct and retro- 


grade, of ſentiles, quadrates, trines, and oppoſitions, Bery 


trigons;\and-aquatical trigons-; know whether life ſhall 


be long or ſhort, happy or unhappy ; whether diſeaſes 
are curable or ineurable; if journeys ſhall be pro- 
ſperous, «undertakings ſuccefeful, or goods ſtol'n reco- 
ver'd; 1 know —— 
Sir Sam I know the length of the A ee of China's 
. foot;; have kiſꝰd the Great Mogul flipper, and rid a 
hunting upon an elephant with the Cham of Tartary.— 
Body o' me, I have made a cuckold of a king, and the 
preſent Majeſty of Bantam is the iſſue of theſe loins. 
Pore. I know when travellers lie-or ſpeak truth, when 
they don't know it themſelves, 


Sir Fam. I have known an altrolbger-made a cuckold 


in the twinkling of a ſtar, and ſeen a conjurer that 
cou'd not kxep the devil out of his wife's circle. 

Fore. What, does he twit me with my wife toe? I mull 
be better infor md of this. Aſide. Tho you mean my 


:wife, Sir 8ampſon? Though you made a cuckold of the 


King of Bantam, yet by the body ol the ſun 
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r Fam. By the borns of che moon, you wou'd ſays 
Brother Capricorn. 4 

Fore, Capricorn in your: heck; thou. modern Manidevit; 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of thee, thou 


liar of the firſt, magnitude, Take back your paper of 


inheritance, ſend your ſon to ſea again. Ill wed my 
daughter to an Egyptian mummy ere ſhe ſhall incor- 
porate with a contemmer of ſciences, and a defamer of 
virtue. 

Sir Sam. Body o me; x have gone too far; ——I muſt. 
not provoke honeſt Albumazar An Egyptian mummy 
is an illaſtrious creature, my truſty--hieroglyphic, and 
may have ſignifications of futurity about him; odſhud, 
E would my ſon were an Egyptian mummy for thy ſake, 
What, thou art not angry for a jeſt, my good-Haly —— 
I reverence the fun, moon and ſtars with all my heart— 
What, I'll make thee a preſent of a mummy ; now I 


think on't, body o' me, I have a ſhoulder of an Egyptian 


King, that I purloin'd from one of the pyramids,” pow- 
_ der'd with hieroglyphics; thou ſhalt have it brought 


home to thy houſe, and make an entertainment for all 
the Philomaths, and ſtudents in phyſie and b in 


and about London. 


Fore, But what do you know of my wife, Sir. Sampſon-2- 


Sir Sam. Thy wife is a conſtellation of virtues ; ſhe's 
the moon, and thou art the man in the moon, nay, ſhe- 
is more illuſtrious than the moon, for ſhe has her cha- 


ſuity without her inconſtaney; *ſbud, I was but in _ 


S CE N E VI. 
To them JEREMY. 
Sir Sam. How now, who ſent for you?“ Ha ! What 
wou'd you have? 
Fore, Nay, if you were but in | jeſt—Who's hes * 
low? I don't like his phyſiognomy. 


Sir Sam. My ſon, Sir ! what ſon, Sir ? My. fon Beda. « 


min, hoh? 


Fer. No, Sir, Mr Valentine, my waſter—"Tis the belt z 
time he has been abroad ſince his een. and he. 
comes to pay his duty to Dr 4410 


> 
* 


9 


Sir Sam. Well, Sir. 5 
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SC E NE VII. 
Fonksichr, Sir SAMPSON,. VALENTINE, IERE Aux. 


Jer. He is here, Sir. 

Val. Your bleſſing, Sir, 

Sir Sam. Vou've had it already, SY; I think I Ent it 
you to-day in a bill of four thouſand pound: a great 
deal of money, Brother Foreſight, 

Fore. Ay, indeed, Sir Sampfon, a great deal of money 
for a young man; I wonder what he can do with it! 

Sir Sam. Body o'me, ſo do I, — Hark ye, Valentine, 
if there be too much, . the ſuperfluity ; doſt hear, 
boy ? 

Pal. Superfluity, Sir ! it will ſcarce pay my debts, - 

I hope you will have more indulgence than to oblige 
me to thoſe hard conditions, which my neceſlity ſign'd to. 

Sir Sam. Sir, how, I beleech you? what were you 
pleas'd-to intimate concerning indulgence ? 

Val. Why, Sir, that you wou'd not go to the extre- 
mity of the conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from 
ſome part 

Sir Sam. Oh, Sir, 1 underſtand you— that's all, ha? 

Val. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to aſk.— But what 
you, out of. fatherly fondneſs, will be pleas'd to add, 
ſhall be doubly welcome. 

Sir Sam. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir; but your filial 
piety and my fatherly fondneſs wou'd fit like two tal- 
lies. —Here's a rogue, Brother Foreſight, makes a bar- 
gain under hand and ſeal in the morning, and would be 
releas'd from it in the afternoon; here's a rogue, dog, 
here's conſcience and honeſty ; this is your wit now, 
this is the morality of your wits! You are a wit, and 
have been a beau, and may be a Why, ſirrah, is it 
not here under hand and ſeal Can you deny it? 

Ful. Sir, I don't deny ii 

Sir Sem. Sirrah, you' li be hang'd; I ſhall live to ſee 
you go vp to Holborn-Hill—Has he not a rogue's face? 
Speak, Brother, you underffand phyſiognomy, a 
nanguig look to me. of all my boys the moſt unlike me; 
he has a damn'd N without the AN TY 
* * olqr? VN em de (us 
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Fore, Hum truly I don't care to diſconrage a young 

man — be has a violent deattt in his face,” wn, hope 
no danger of hanging. 

Val. Sir, is this uſage for your fon 2 —DÞ-for unt old 
weather - hes ded fool, I know ** to laugh at him; 'but 
you, * 

Sir Sam. You, Sir; and you, Sic IP who are 
you, Sir? 

Val. Your ſon, Sir. 

Sir Sam, That's more than I know, Sir, and I believe 
not. 

Val. Faith, I hope! not. 

Sir Sam. What, wou'd you have your mother a whore! 
did you ever hear the like ! did you ever hear the like! 
body OMe—— 

val. I would have an excuſe for your barbarity and 
unnatural uſage. 

Sir Sam. Excuſe ! impudence ! Why, ſirrah, may'nt I 
do what I pleaſe ? Are not you my ſlave? Did not I be- 
get you? and might not I have choſen whether I would 
have begot you or no? 'Oons, who are you? Whence 
came you? What brought you into the world? How 
came you here, Sir? Here, to ſtand here, upon thoſe 
two legs, and look ere with that audacious face, halr? 
Anſwer me that? Did you come a volunteer into the 
world ? or did I, with the lawful authority of a parent, 
preſs you to the-ſervice ? 

Pal. I know no more why I came than you do why 
you calPd me. But here I am, and if you don't mean 
to provide for me, I defire you would leave me as you 
found me. 

Sir Sam. With all my heart: come, uncaſe, ftrip, 
and go naked out of the world, as you came into 't. 

Val. My clothes are ſoon put off; — But you muſt 
alſo diveſt me of reaſon, thought, vaſons; inclinations, 
affections, appetites, ſenſes, and the huge train of at- 
tendants that you begot along with me. " 
Sir Sam, Body o'me, what a _ headed moriſter 
have I propagated !.. | 

Val. I am of myſelf a plain eaſy l rübubb aria 
to be kept at ſmall expence ; but the retinue that you 


— — 
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gave me are g and invincible ; they are ſo many 
devils that n have rais'd, and will have employment, 

Sir Sam. "ons, what had I to do to get children? 
can't a private man be born. without all theſe followers ? 
—Why, nothing under an emperor ſhould be born with 
appetites. — Why, at this rate a fellow that has but a 
groat in his pocket may have a ſtomach capable of a 
ten ſhiſling ordinary. 

Fer. Nay, that's as clear as the fun; I'll make oath 
of it before any juſtice in Middleſex. 

Sir Sam. Here's a cormorant too,——'S' heart, this 
fellow was not born with you? -I did not beget 
him, did I ? 

Jer. By the ꝓroviſion that's made for me, you might 
have begot me too: Nay, and to tell your Worſhip 
another truth, I belieye you did, for I find I was born 
with thoſe ſame whoreſon appetites too, that my maſter 
ſpeaks of. 

Sir Sam. Why, look you there now, —T'll maintain 
3t, that by the rule of right reaſon, this fellow ought ts 
have been born without a palate. 'S'heart, what 
ſhou'd he do with a diſtinguiſhing taſte ?—I warrant 
you he'd rather eat a pheaſant than a, piece of poor 
Jobn: and ſmell, now; why I warrant he can ſmell, 
and loves perfumes above a ſtink—— Why there's it; 
and muſic ; don't you love muſic, Scoundrel ? 

Jer. Yes, I bave a reaſonable good ear, Sir, as to 
Jiggs and country dances, and the like; I don't much 
matter your ſolo's or ſonato's, they give me the ſpleen. 

Sir Sam. The ſpleen, Ha, ha, ha ! a.pox confound you 
—— Solo's or ſonato's? *Oons, whoſe fon are you? How 
were you engendred, Muck worm ? 

Fer. I am by father, the ſon of a chairman; my mo- 
ther ſold oyſters in winter, and cucumbers in ſummer ; 
and I came up ſtairs into the world; for I was born in 
'a cellar, 

Fore. By your looks, you ſhou'd go up ſtairs out of 

world too, friend. 

Sir Sam, And if this rogue were anatomized now, and 


diſſected, he has his veſſels of digeſtion and concoRion, 


and ſo forth, large enough for the inſide of a cardinal, 


» 
4 
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ROOF" a r ubacebunt- | 
able and unreafonable—Body" o'me, 5 not 1 4 1 
bear, that᷑ my obs might have liv'd Roa their 
paws? Nature has been pod ident only 15 bears and 
ders! tlie one Has its nutriment in his own hankls; 
and bother ſpins his habiration ot of his own entails. ill 
Val. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply alk the ſi 
neceſſiti ties of my * if I had my right of inlieri- 
tance. f 55. 
Sir Sam. [Ridin | ! *0ohs; hawt you four thouſand pound; ö 
1 had it again 1 b not give thee a groat. 
What, wouldft thou have me turn pelican, and feed thes 
out of my own vitals? —$heart, live by your wits. 
You were always fond of the wits, now let's fee if you 
nave wit enough to keep yourſelf,—— Your brother” 
will be in town to-night, or to-morrow morning, and 
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then look you perform covenants ; and ſo your friend l | 
and ſervant, — Come, Brother Foreſight, | 
* S CCN ET. WI. | 1 


VALENTINE, Jexrr, 


Fer, I told you what your viſit would come to. 

Val, Tis as much as expected I did not come to 
lee him, I came to Angelica : : but ſince ſhe was gone 
abroad, it was eaſily turned another way, and at leaſt 
logked well on my fide. What's here? Mrs Foreſight 
and Mrs F wall; they are earneſt.——P]l avoid ?em.— 


Ul 

Come this way, and go and euquire when Angelica will | 
zurn. {1 4! 
314 ig „ e NR . ö | 
Mrs FORESIGHT and Mrs FRall. 00 

Mrs Frail, What have you to do to watch me? *$life, [ 

Ido what I pleaſe. 
Mrs Fore, You will ? 4 
Mrs Frail. Yes, marry will I A great picce of by- | ſ if 
neſs to go to Covent -Garden ſquare in a hackney- coach, 1 
and take a turn with one's friend, | ml! 
Ws Fore, Nay, two or three turns, I'll take my oath, 40 
Mrs Frail, Well, what if I zook twenty—lI warrats WI 
Vo I. XI. D |.\|j 


if you had been. rt it 1 been is innocent recrea- 
tion. — Lord, where's the comfort of this life, if we 
can't have the happineſs. of converſing where we like? 

Mr. Fore. But can't you converſe at home ?—I own 
it I think there's no happineſs like converſing . with an 
agreeable man; I don't quarrel at that, nor I don't 
think but your converſation was very innocent; but the 
place is public, and to be ſeen with a man in a hackney. 
coach is ſcandalous. What if any body elſe ſhould have 
ſeen you, alight as I did? How can any body be happy 
while they are in perpetual fear of being ſeen and cen- 
ſur'd?——Beſides, it would not only reflect upon you, 
Siſter, but me. 

Mrs Frail. Pooh! here's a r ſhould it 
reflect upon you ?—[ don't doubt but you have thought 
yaurſelf happy in a hackney- coach before now ;—if I 
had gone to Knightſbridge, or to Chelſey, or to Spring- 
Garden, or Barn-Elms with a man ecke 
might have been ſaid. 

Mrs Fore, Why, was Jever in any of thoſe places? , > 
What do you mean, Siſter ? 3 

Mr; Frail. Was I?—What do you mean? 

Mrs Fore. You have been at a worſe place. 

Mrs Frail, I at a worſe place, and with a man! 

Mrs Fore. I ſuppoſe you wou'd not go alone to the 
World's-end. _ 

{Mrs * The World's-end! l What, doy you mean to 
banter, me? 

Mrs Fore: Poor innocent! 1 You don't nw that there 
is a place call'd the World's-end ? I'll ſwear you can 


keep .your. countenance e purely ; ; you's make an admi- 


rable player. 

Arg, Hrail. vn * ear you have a l deal of confi» 
dence, and in my mind too much for the ſtage. 

Mrs Fore; Very well, that will appear who has molt ; 
vou never were at the Worlds: | 

- Mrs Frail. No. 

Mes Fore, You deny. it dls. to my "ch ? 

Ars Frail. Vour face, what's your face 2 

Mr Fore. No matter far that, ''tis-as good à face 22 
Frcs 8 
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Mrs" Frail. Not by a dozen years wearing. —But I ds 
deny it poſitively to your fate then. 

Mer Fore: PIFallow you now to find fault with ry 
face ;—for PH Twear your impudence has put me but 
of countenance. But look you here now, —where did 
you loſe this gold bodkin ?=Oh, Sifter, Siſter ! 

Mrs Frail. My bodkin! 

Mrs Fore. Nay, it is yours; look at it. 

M Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did you find 
this bodkin?—Oh Siſter, Siſter !—Siſter every way. 

Mr Fore.” O devil owt, that I could not diſcover her 
without betraying myſelf ! Ia. 

Mrs Frail. I have heard gentlemen ſay, Siſter, that 
one ſhould take great care, when one makes a thruſt in 
fencing, not to ly open one's ſelf. 

Mrs Fore, It's very true, Siſter, Well, ſince all's out, 
and, as you ſay; ſince we are both wounded, let us do 
what is often done in duels, take care of one another, 
and grow better friends than before, 

Ars Frail. With all my heart; ours are but ſlight 
fleſh wounds, and if we keep 'em from air, not at ail 
dangerous. Well, give me your hand in token of ſiſter- 
y ſecrecy and affection. 

Mrs Fore. Here it is with all my heart. 

Mrs Frail. Well, as an earneſt of friendſhip add con- 
fidence, I'll acquaint you with a deſign that I have. To 
tell truth, and fpeak openly one to another, Pip afraid 
the world have obſerv'd us more than we have obſerv'd 
one another, You have a rich huſband, and are pro- 
vided for; I am at a lofs, and have no great ſtock either 
of fortune or reputation, and therefore muſt look ſharp- 
ly about me. Sir Sampſon has a ſon that is exprtted to- 
night; by the account I have heard of his education he 
can be no conjurer : rhe eſtate you know is to þe made 
over to him-—— Now, if 1 could wheedle ney Siſter, 
Ha? You underſtand me? 

Mrs Fore, I do; and will help you to the utmoſt of 
my power. - And I can tell you one thing that falls out 
luckily enough: My aukward daughter-in-law, who, 
you know, is defign'd to be his wife, is grown fond ol | 
D 2 
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Mr_Tattle ; now, if you can improve that, and make her 
have an averſion for the booby, it may g0 a great way 
towards his. Iixing you · Here they come. together, and 
If us contrive ſome way or. other ta leave” em hogetber, 


8 C E N. E X. 
To them TATTLE and Miſs 1 PRUE. 


71½. Mother, mother, mother, look you here. 
 T4»s Fore. Fy, fy, Miſs, how you bawl. — Beſides, 

1 have told you, you muſl not call me Mother. 

74%. What muſt I call you then? are you not my fa- 
ther's wife ? 

rs Fore. Madam; you muſt ſay Madam By my 
foul, I ſhall fancy myſelf old indeed, to have this great 
girl call me mother Well, but Miſs, what are you 

10 05 erjoyed 1 

71/5. Look you here, Madam, then, what Mr Taule 
has given me — Look you here, Couſin, here's a ſnufl- 
bex: nay, there's ſnuff in't here, will you have any? 

Oh geod ! how ſweet it is! — Mr Tattle is all over ſwect; 
bis peruke is ſweet, and his gloves are ſweet, and his 
hanC'terchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter than roſes.— 

Smell him, mother, Madam, I mean——He gave me 
this ring ſor a kiſs. 

Tat. O fy, Miſs, you mutt not kiſs and tell, _ 

Dis. Yes, I may tell my mother- And be ſays he'l! 
give me ſomething to make. me ſmell ſo— 0b, pray 
tend we your handkerchief ——Smell, Couſin ; ; he ſay? 

He'll give me ſomething, that will make my ſmock. {mel! 

"this. 0 y—I not it pure ?——I's better than laven- 

der, man——DP'm refolv'd I won't let nurſe put any moie 

Jarend. ar among my f;; ock3—Ha, Couſin? 

Ars Frail. Fy, Miſs; amongſt your linen, you mul: 

Y ou mult neyer * {inock. | : 

Miſs. Why, it 1s. not bawdy, is it, Couſin ? 

Tat. Oh, Madam, you are too ſevere upon Miſs; you 
muſt not find fault with, her pretty ipplicity, it be- 
comes her Ntrangely— Pretty Miss, don't let 'em per- 
ſuade you out of your innocency. 

Ari Fore. Ob, demm you, toad—.—1 wiſh Nou. dog: 
perſuade her out of lier indecency. 


BY 
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Tat. Who, I, Madam? —O Lord, how can your Lady- 
have ſuch a thought? —Sute you don't know me. 
Mrs Frail. Ah, devil! ly devil! —fle's as cloſe, Siſter, 

as à confeſſor ——He thinks we don't obſerve him. 
Mrs Fore. A cunning cur; how ſoon he could find out 
a freſh harmleſs creature, and left us, Siſter, preſently.- 
Tat. Upon reputation 
Mrs Fore, They're all ſo, Siſter, theſe men—they love 
to have the ſpoiling of a young thing; they are as fond 
of it, as of being firſt in the faſhion, or of ſeeing a new+ 
play the firſt day,—I warrant it would break Mr Tattle's 
heart, to think that any body Elſe ſhould be beforehand” 
with him. 
Tat. Oh Lord! I fwear I wou'd not for the world 
Mrs Frail. O hang you; who'll believe you ?—you'lF 
be hang'd before you'd confeſs—we know you— ſhe's 
very pretty !—Lord, what pure red and white !\——ſhe 
looks ſo wholeſome ;—ne'er ſtir, I don't know, but I 
fancy, if I were a man 
Miſs. How you love to jeer one, Couſin. 


Mrs Fore. Hark'ee, Siſter, — by my ſoul the girl is 


fpoild already ——d'ye think ſhe'll ever endure a great 
lbberly Trapawlin—Gad'I warrant you ſhe won't let: 
him come near her, after Mr Tattle. 

Mrs Frail. O' my foul; Pm afraid not—eh !—filthy 
creature, that ſinells all of pitch and tar——devil take 


yan, you confounded toad—why did you fee her before 


ſhe was married? 
Ars Foz. Nay, why did we let him——my huſband 
will hang us—he'l] think we brought 'em acquainted. 
Mrs Frail. Come, faith let us be gone—If my bro- 
ther Foreſiglit ſnou'd find us with them ;——Qhe'd think 
ſo, ſure enough. 


Mrs Fore. So be wou'd—but then leaving 'em toge- 


mer is as bed and he's ſuch a ſly devil, he'll never miis 
an opportunity. 

Mrs Frail: ] don't care; I won't be ſeen in't. 

Mrs Fore. Well, if you ſhould, Mr Tattle, ' you'}} 


have a world to anſwer for; NN I wach my 


hands of it, I'm thoroughly innocent. 
D 3 


42 E 0 V E for L 0 * . Act Il. 


eee ee eee 


. TarrLE, Miſs PRUE. 

Diſs. What makes em go away, Mr Tattle ? wha: 
do they mean, do you know ? 

Tat. Yes, my dear—T think I can gueſs—but hang 
me if. I know the reaſon of it. & | 

Miſs. Come, muſt not we go. too ? 

Tat. No, no, they don't mean that. 

Miß. No! what then? what ſhall you and I do to- 
tether? 

Tat. 1 muſt make love to you, pretty Miſs; will you 
let me wake love to you? 

Miſs. Ves, if you pleaſe. 

Tat. Frank, 7gad, at leaſt. What a pox does Mrs 
Foreſight mean by this civility ? is it to make a fool of 
me ? or does ſhe leave ns together out of good morality, 
and do as ſhe would be done by ?—Gad, I'll underſtand 
it ſo. [Aſide. 

Mis. Well; and how will you make love to me ?—. 
Come, I long to have you egy I make love 
too? you muſt tell me how. 

Tat. You muſt let me ſpeak, Mis, vou 250 not 
ſpeak firſt; I muſt aſk you queſtions, and you muſt 
anſwer. 

Miſs. What, is it like the catechifm ?—— Come ther 
ak me. 

Tat. D'ye think you can love me ? 

His. Ves. 

Tat. Pooh, pox, you muſt not ſav yes already; ! 

Nan't care a farthing for you in a twinkling.. 

Miſs. What muſt I fay then? 

Tat, Why, you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, © 
you can't tell 

Mi. Why, muſt I tell a lie then? 

Tat. Yes, if you'll be well bred. All well- bred per- 
ons lie—-—Beſiges,; you are a woman, you muſt never 
ipeak what you think: your words woutt contradi.: 
our thoughts; but your actions may contradicÞ your 
words. So, when I aſk you, if you love me, you mul 
ay no, but you muſt love me too 


If I tell you yon 
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are handſome, you muſt deny it, and ſay I flatter you = 
But you muſt think yourſelf more charming than I 
ſpeak you :—and like me, for the beauty which I ſay 
you have, as much as if I had it myfelf—If I aſk you 
to kiſs me, you muſt be angry, but you muſt not re- 
faſe me. If I afk you for more, you muſt be more an- 
gry, but more complying 3 and as ſoon as ever I make 
you ſay you'll cry out, you mult be ſure to hold your 0 
tongue. j 
Miſs. O Lord! I'll ſwear this is pure I like it better 
than our old-faſhion'd country way of peaking one's i 
mind : —and muſt you not lie too? 1 9 
Tat. Hum—— Ves — but you muſt believe I ſpeak 1 
truth. 208 
| 


Miſt. O Gemini! Well, I bad always a great mind 1 
to tell lies but they frigbted me, and ſaid it was a fin, 
Tat. Well, my pretty creature, will you make me 
happy by giving me a kiſs? 
Miſs. No, indeed; I'm angry at you. 
[uns and kiſſes him, 
Tat. Hold, hold, that's pretty well—but you ſhould 
not have given it me, but have ſuffer'd me to have ta- 


ken it. 
AMiſs, Well, well do't again. ; 
Tat. With all my h 

gel. | [Kiſſes her, 


Miſs. Ph ! 


Dat. That's right — Again, my charmer, | 
[ Kiſſes again. N 

Miß. O fy ! Nay, now I can't abide you. | | 
Tat Ademirable ! That was as weii-as if you had been ' 
Dorn and bred in Covent-Garden.— And won't you 1 
lhew me, pretty Miſs, where your bedchamber is? all” 
Miſs. No, indeed won't I: but I'll run there, and 19 | 
hide myſelf from you behind the curtains, EY 55 
Tat 1'i] follow yon. © | } h 
Miſs, Ah, but PH hold the door with both hands, and. 5 
be angry—and you ſhall puſh me down before you. "8 
come in 1 
Tat. No, I'll come in 3rit, and puſh you down after- A 
wards, | 88 


* 
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Miſs. Will you? then Pll be more angry, and more 


complying. 


Tat. Then I'll make you cry out. 

Miſs. Oh, but you ſhan't ; for I'll hold my tongue. — 
Tat. Oh, my dear apt ſcholar! 

Miſs, Well, now VII run, and make more hafte than you, 
Tat, You ſhall not fly fo faſt as I'll purſue. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 
NURSE alone,” 


NURSE. 


amen! Why, what's become of the child? —why, 
Miſs, Miſs Foreſight—ſure ſhe has lock'd herſelf vp in 
her chamber, and gone to ſleep, or to prayers : Miis, 


Miſs! I hear her—come to your father, child: open 


the door—open the door, Miſs—I hear you cry hutht 
O Lord, who's there? | Peeps:] What's here to do? 
—0 the Father ! a man with her !-—-Why, Miſs, I ſay; 
God's my life, here's fine doings towards——O Lord, 
we're all undone——O you young harlotry! [Knock:;.? 
Od's my life, -wen't you open the door? I'll come in 
the back way. 


S8. C. EN Et: . 
TAaTTLE, Miſs PRVUE. 


Miſi. O Lord! ſhe's coming — and ſhe'lf tell my 
father; what ſhall I do now? 


Tat. Pox take her! if ſhe had ſaid two minutes | 


longer, I ſhou'd have wiſh'd for her coming. 


Miſs. O dear, what ſhall I ſay? Tell me, Mr Tatile, 


tell me a lie. 
Tat. There's no occaſion for a lie: J could never tell 


lie to no purpoſe But ſince we have done nothing, 


we muſt ſay nothing, I think. I bear her I'll leave 
you together, and come off as you can. 
[Thruſts her in, aud ſpuis the door. 


F1SS, Miſs, Miſs Prue—Mercy on me, marry: and 
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TATTLE, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, ANGELICA, 


Auge You can't accuſe me of inconſtaney: I riever 
told you that I lov'd you: © 

Val. But I can accuſe you of uncertainty, for not 
elling me whether you did or not. 

Ang. You miſtake indifference for uncertainty; I ne- 
ver had concern enough to aſk mylelf the queſtion. 

Scan. Nor good-nature enough to anſwer him that 
did alk you: I'll ſay that for you, Madam. 

Aug. What! are you ſetting up for good -· nature? 

Scan. Only for the affectation of it, as the women 
do for ill- nature. 3 - 

Ang. Perſuade your friend that it is all affectation. 

Scan. 1 ſhall receive no benefit from the opinion, 4 
I know no effeQual difference between continued ail. c- 
tation and reality. 

Tat. coming up.] Scandal, are you in private dif- 
courſe, any thing of ſecrecy ? I Aſide to Scan. 

Scan, Les; but I dare truſt you: we were talking of 
Angelica's love to Valentine; you won't ſpeak of ii ? 

Tat. No, no; not a ſyllable— I know that's a ſe- 
cret, for it's whiſper'd every where. 

Scan. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ang. What is, Mr Tattle? I heard you ſay fore - 
thing was whiiper'd every where, 

Scan. Your love of Valentine. 

Ang. How |! 

Tar. No, Madam, his love for your Lady ſſip— 
Gad take me, I beg your pgrdon—ſor I never heard a 
word of your Ladyihip's paſſion tilt this mſlant. ' 

Any. My paſſion ! And eas told vou . wy pames, 
pray Sir ?? 

Scan. Why, is the devil in dont Did not 1 10 ft 
you for a ſecret? © N 

Tat. Gadſo! but I d ſhe might bark been ülr⸗ 
ed with ber own affairs? . 


Scan, Is that — diſcretion! ? ouſt a wore) with 


hesſelf2 - 1 av 


Tat. You for 200, I beg your © garden l bring 
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all off. It was impoſſible, Madam, for me to imagine 


that a perſon of your Lady ſhip's wit and gallantry cauld 
have fo long receiv'd the paſſtonate addre ſſes of the ac- 
compliſh'd Valentine, and yet remain infenfible; there. 
fore you will pardon me, if from a juſt weight of his 
merit, wh your Ladyſhip's good e ryan form'd 
the balance of a reciprocal affection. 

Val. O the devil! what damn'd coflive _ has given 
thee this leſſon of fuſtian to get by rote ?: 

Ang. I dare {wear you wrong him, it is bis o6n 
And Mr Tattle only judges of the ſucceſs of others from 
the effects of his -own merit: for certainly Mr Tattle 
was never deny'd any thing in bis life. 

Tat. O Lord ! yes, indeed, Madam, ſeveral times. 

Ang. 1 ſwear, I don't think "tis poſſible. 

Tat. Yes, I vow-and {wear I have: Lord, Madam, 
I'm the moſt unfortunate. man in the world, and the 
moſt cruelly us'd by the ladies. 

Ang. Nay, now you're ungrateful. 

Tat. No, I hope not —'Tis as much ingratitude to 
own ſome favours, as to conceal others. 

Val. There, now it's out. 


Ang. I don't underſtand you now. I thats you had 


never aſk'd any thing, but what a lady might modeſtly 
grant, and you confeſs. 

Scan. So faith, your buſineſs is done here; now you 
may go brag ſomewhere elſe. b 

Tat. Brag, O Heav'ns! Why, did T'name any body ? 

Ang. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your power: but 
you wou'd if you cou'd, no doubt ont.” - 

Tat. Not in my power, Madam! What does your 
Ladyſhip en that I. wy no wenn ner in 
my power? 

Scan. Oons, why you KR own it, vin you? | Aſide, 

Fat. Faith, Madam, you're in- the right: no more I 
have, as I hope to be ſav'd; I never had it in my power 
to ſay any thing to a lady's: prejudice in my life 
for as I was telling you, Madam, I have been the moſt 
unſucceſsful creature living, in things of that nature; 


and never had the good fortune to be: truſted with 


a lady's ſecret, not once. 
Ang. No. 


AN. LOVE for LOVE. i 
Val. Not ance, I dare anſwer for him. 
Scan. And 'H anſwer for him: for Pm ſure if he 
had, he would have told me. 1 * Madam, you dowr 
know Mr Tattle. 

. Tas, Noz indeed, Madam, you don't kniow me at all, 
I find. For ſure my i intimate friends wou'd have known 

Ang. Then it ſeems you would have told, if you bad 
been truſted, - 

Tat. O pox ! Scandal, that was too far put, — Never 
have told particulars, Madam. Perhaps I might have 
talk'd as of a third perſon—or have introduc'd an amour 
of my own in converſation, by way of novel: but ne- 
ver have ezplain'd particulars. 

Ang. But whence comes the reputation of Nr Tatile's 
ſecreſy, if he was never truſted? 

Scan, Why, thence it ariſes— The thing is provervlal- 
1y ſpoken, but way be apply'd to him—as if we ſhould 
ſay in general terms, He only is ſecret who never was 
truſted—a ſatirical proverb upon our ſex—There's ano- 
ther upon yours—As ſhe is chaſte, who was never d 
the queſtion. That's all. 

Val. A couple of very Geil proverbs, wade : tis hard 
to tell whether the Lady or Mr Tattle be the more 
oblig'd to you. For you found her virtue upon the 
backwardneſs of the men; and his ſecrecy r the 
miſtruſt of the women. 

Tat. Gad, it's very true; Milan, I think we are 
oblig d to acquit- ourſelves—and for my part But reg 
Ladyſhip is-to-ſpeak-firft—— . 

Ang. Am I? Well, I freely t I hays reſi fed 4a 
great deal of temptation. 

Tas... And-I, Gad, I have given e temptation that 
has not been reſiſted. * 

Val Good. T3 

Aug. I cite Valentine hers to A to „me court, 
how fruitleſs he has found his endeavours, and to ee 
feſs all his ſolicitations and my denjals. _ . 

Val. I am ready. to ert Not guilty for you, and. 
Guilty, for myſelf. -- 

Scan So why his is fair hero's os dmonfration v wit. 
A witneb, FO. 


— 
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Tat. Well, my witneſſes are not preſent but I con- 
: ſeſs I have had favours from perſons——but as the fa- 
' vours are numberleſs, ſo the perſons are nameleſs, 

Scan. Pooh ! this proves nothing 

Tat. No! I can ſhew letters, lecke, pictures, and 
rings; and if there be occaſion for witneſſes, I can 
ſimmon the maids at the chocolate-houſes, all the por- 
ters at Pall-Mall and Covent-Garden, the doorkeepers 
at the playhouſe, the drawers at Lockers, Pontack's, the 
Rummer, Spring-Garden, my own landlady and vale: 
de chambre; all who ſhall make oath, that I receive 
more letters than the ſecretary's office; and that I hare 
more vizor-maſks to enquire for me than ever went to 
ſee the hermaphrodite, or the naked prince : and it is 
notorious, that in'a country church once, an enquiry 
being made who I was, it was anſwer'd, I was the fa- 
mous Tattle, who had ruin'd ſo many women. 

Pal. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the nickname 
of the Great Turk, 

Tat. True; I was call'd Turk Tattle all over the pa- 
rin The next Sunday all the old women kept their 
daughters at home, and the parſon had not half his con- 
gregation. He wou'd have brought me into the ſpiritua! 
court, but I was reveng'd upon him, for he had a hand- 
ſome daughter whom I initiated into the ſcience : but 
I repented of it afterwards, for it was talked of in town 
—And a lady of quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a 
raping fit of jealouſy, came down i in her coach and fi:: 
horles, and expos'd. herſelf upon my account; Gad! I 
was ſorry for it with all my heart——You Bod: whom 
1 mean—you know where we raffled 

Scan. Mum, Tattle. 

Val. *Sdeath! are you not aſham'd? | 

Ang. O barbarous! I never heard fo inſolent a piece 
of vanity—Fy, Mr Tattle—PVll ſwear I could not have 
peliev'd it, —Ts this your ſecrecy ? 

Tar. Gadſo! the heat of my ſtory carried me beyond 
my diſcretion, as the heat of the lady's paſſion hurry'd 
her beyond her reputation But I hope vou don” t know 
hem I wean; for there were a great many ladies raf- 
ed Por on't! now could I bite off my tongue, 


Scan. No, don't; for then you'll tell us no more 
Come, I'll recommend a ſong to you upon the hint of 
my two proverbs, and I ſee one in the next room that 
will ſing it. [Goes to the door, 

Tat. For Heav'n's ſake, if you do gueſs, fay nothing. 
Gad! I'm very unfortunate. 

Scau. Pray, ſing che firſt ſong in the laſt new play. 


0 
Set by Mr Jo u xN ECCLES. 


I. 
A nymph and a ſwain to Apollo once pray d. 
The ſwain had been jilted, the nymph been betray'd; 
Their intent wes to try if his oracle knew 
Der a nymph that was chajle, or a ſwain that was true. 


IT. 


Apollo was mute, and had like t have been pos'd, 

But ſagely at length he this ſecret diſclos'd : 

He alone won't betray in whom none will confide ; 

And the nymph may be chaſte that bas never been try'd. 


. 


To them Sir SAMPSON, Mrs FRAIL, Miſs PRUE, and 
Servant. 


Sir Sam. Is Ben come? Odſo, my ſon Ben come! Odd, 
I'm glad on't: where is he ? I long to ſee him. Now, 
Mrs Frail, you ſhall ſee my ſon Ben—Body o' me, he's 
the hopes of my family.—I han't ſeen him theſe three 
years—T warrant he's grown——Call him in, bid him 
make haſte I'm ready to cry for joy. 

Mrs Frail, Now Miſs, you {hall ſee your huſband. 

Miſs. Piſh! he ſhall be none of my huſband. 

e [Aſide to Frail. 

Mrs Frail. Huſh ! Well, he ſhaw t ; ; leave that to me, 
—PI beckon Mr Tattle to us. 

Ang. Won't you ſtay and ſee your brother ? 

Val. We are the twin ſtars, and cannot ſhine in one 
ſphere ; when he riſes I muſt ſet—beſides, if I ſhou'd 
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ſay, I don't know but my father in good nature may 
preſs me to the immediate ſigning the deed of convey- 
ance of my eſtate, and I'll defer it as long as I can.— 
Well, youll come to a reſolution? 

Ang. I can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or 1 ſhall 
never have one. | 

Scan. Come, Valentine, I'll go with you; I've ſome- 
thing in my head to communicate to you. 


SANS V. 


ANGELICA, Sir Saursox, TaTTLE, Mrs FRatt, 
Miſs PRUE. 


Sir Sam. What! is my fon Valentine gone? what, is 
he ſneak'd off, and would not ſee his brother? There's 
an unnatural whelp ! there's an ill-natur'd dog! What! 
were you here too, Madam, and could not keep him? 
Cou'd neither love, nor duty, nor natural affection 
oblige him? Odſbud! Madam, have no more to ſay to 
him: he is not worth your conſideration. The rogue 
has not a dram of generous love about him: all in 

tereſt, all intereſt. He's an undone ſcoundrel, and courts 
your eſtate ; body o' me, he does not care a doit for 
your perſon. 

Ang. I'm pretty even with him, Sir Sampſon for if 
ever I cou'd have lik'd any thing in him, it ſhould have 
been his eſtate too; but ſince that's gone, the bait's of, 
and the naked hock appears. 

Sir Sam. Odſbud, well ſpoken! and you are a wiſer 
woman than I thought you were; for moſt young wo- 
men now-a-days are to be tempted with a naked hook. 
Ang. If I marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good eſtate 
with any man, and for any man with a good eſtate; 
therefore if I were oblig'd to make a choice, I declare 
I'd. rather have you than your ſon. 
Sir Sam. Faith and troth you're a wiſe woman, and 
I'm glad to hear you ſay ſo; I was afraid you were in 
love with the reprobate : odd, I was ſorry for you with 
all my heart. Hang him, mungrel! caſt him off: you 
{hall ſee the rogue ſhew bimſclf, and make love to ſome 
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deſponding Cadua of fourſcore for ſuſtenance. Odd, I 
love to ſee a young ſpendthrift forc'd to cling to an 
old woman for ſupport, like ivy round a dead oak: 
faith, I do; I love to ſee em hug and cotten None 
like down open a thiſtle. 


. VI. 
To them Bux, LEGEND, and SERVANT- 


Ben. Where's father ? 

Ser. There, Sir, his back's toward you. 

Sir Sam. My ſon Ben! Bleſs thee, my dear boy! Body 
o' me, thou art heartily welcome. 

Heu. Thank you, father, and I'm glad to ſee you. 

Sir Sam. Odſbud, and I'm glad to ſee thee ! Kiſs me, 
boy ; kiſs me again and again, dear Ben! [Kiſſes him, 

Ben. So, ſo ; enough, father——Meſs ! I'd rather kiſs 
theſe gentlewomen. 

Sir Sam. And ſo thou ſhalt=—— Mrs Angelica, my 
ſon Ben. | | 

Ben. Forſooth, if you pleaſe — [ Calutes hier.] Nay, 
Miſtreſs, I'm not for dropping anchor here; about ſhip, 
faith [Kiſſes Frail. ] Nay, and you too, my Iittle 
cock- boat: ſoꝛꝗo a [ Kiſſes Miſs. 

Tat. Sir, you're welcome a-ſhore, 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, friend. 

Sir Sam. Thou haſt been many a weary league, Ben, 
ſince I ſaw thee. 

Ben. Ey, ey; been! Been far enough, an that be all. 
—Well, father, and how do all at home? How does 
brother Dick, and brother Val? | 
Sir Sam. Dick! body o' me, Dick has been dead theſe 
two years; I writ you word when you were at Legorne. 

Ben. Meſs ! that's true; marry, I had forgot: Dick's 
dead, as you fay—— Well, and how? I have many que- 
ſlions to aſk you. Well, you ben't married again, fa- 
ther, be you? 

Sir Sam. No; I intend you ſhall marry Ben: 1 would 
not marry for thy ſake. 

Ben. Nay, what does that ſignify ?— An vou marry 
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again hy then, I go to ſea again; ſo there's 
ene for t'oth er, an that be all.— Pray, don't let me be 
your hindrance ; eben marry a? God's name, an the 
wind fit that way : as for my part, mbar. I have no 
mind to marry. 

- Mrs Frail. That wou'd be pity—ſuch. a a l 
young gentleman. 

Ben. Handſome ! he, he, he! Nay, A ec an you 
be for joking, I'll joke with you; for I love my jeft 
an the ſhip were ſinking, as we ſayn at fea, But I'll 
tell you why I don't much ſtand towards matrimony : 
I love to roam about from port to port, and from land 
to land: I could never abide to be port-bound, as we 
call it, Now a man that is marry'd has, 2s it were, 
d'ye ſee, his feet in the bilboes, and mayhap mayn't 
get em out again when he wou'd, 

Sir Sam, Ben's a wag. 

Ben, A man that is marry'd, dye ſee, is no more like 
another man than a galley - flave is like one of us free 
ſailors; he is chain'd to an oar all his life, and mayhap 
fore d to tug a leaky veſſel into the bargain. 


SI San. à very wag, Ben's a very wag; only a little 
rough, he wants a little poliſhing. 

Mrs Frail. Not at all; I like his bumour mightily, 

it's plain and honeſt; I ſhou'd like ſuch a humour in a 
huſband extremely. 
Bien. Say'n you ſo, forſooth? Marry, and I ſhou'd 
like ſuch a handſome gentlewoman for a bedfellow 
hugely. How ſay Fou, Miſtreſs, wou'd you like going 
to ſea? Meſs, you're a tight veſſel, and well rigg 'd, 
an you were but as well mann'd, 

- Mrs Frail. I ſhou'd. not doubt that if you were mas 
tier of me. 

Ben. But I'll tel} you one thing, An you come to > fea 
in a high wind, or that lady—you may'nt carry fo much 
Fail o“ your head—top and top gallant, by the meſs. 

Ars Frail. No; why ſo? | 
Ben, Why, .an you do, you may run the riſk to be 
1 overſet, ang then you?l carry your keels a above water, 
He, be, he! —_— 


— 
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Ang. 1 ſwear, Mr Benjamin is the verieſt wag in 
nature ; an abfolute ſea wit. — 


Sir Sam. Nay, Ben has parts, but, as I told you * 


ſore, they want a little poliſhing: you muſt not take 
any thing ill, Madam. 

Ben. No, I hope the gentlewoman is not angry; I 
me an all in good part; for, if I give a jeſt, Pl] take a 
jeſt; and ſo, for ſooth, you may be as free with me. 

Ang. I thank you, Sir, I ain not at all offended—— 
But methinks, Sir Sampſon, you ſhou'd leave him alone 
with his miftreſs. Mr Tattle, we mutt not hinder lovers. 

Tat. Well, Miis, I have your prom iſe [ 4ſide to Miss. 


Sir Sam. Body o' me, Madam, you ſay true. — Look 


you, Ben, this is your wiltrels. Come, Miſs, you 
muſt not be ſhame-fac'd, we'll leave you together, 
Miſs. I can't abide to be left alone; may'nt my 
couſin ſtay with me? 
Sir Sam. No, no. Come, let's away. 


Ben. Look you, father, mayhap the young woman. 


mayn't take a hking to me. 
Sir Sam. I warrant thee, boy. Come, come, we'll be 
gone; I'll venture that. 


LS MAT vt 


BEN and iſs PRUE. 


Ben. Come, Miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to ſit'down ? 
for an you ſtand a ſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple 
together—Come, I'iFhaule a chair there; an you pleaſe 
to fit, P11 fit by you. 

Miſs You need not fit fo near one; if you have any 
thing to ſay, I can hear you farther off; I an't deaf. 

Ben. Why that's true, as you ſay, nor I an't dumb; 
T can be heard as far as another.,——1'll heave off to 
pleaſe you. [Sits farther off.] An we were a league 
aſunder I'd undertake to hold diſcourſe with you, an 
*twere not a main high wind indeed, and full in my 
teeth; Look you, forfooth, I am as it were bound for 
the land of matrimony ; ?tis a voyage, d'ye ſee, that 
was. none of my ſeeking J was commanded by fa- 
ther, and if you like of it, maybap I may _— into 
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your harbour; How ſay you, Miſtreſs ? The ſhort of the 
thing is, that if you like me and 1 like you, we may 
ande to ſwing in a hammock together. 

i] don't know what to ſay to you, nor ! __ 
care to {peak with you at all, 

Ben. No, I'm forry for that. But pray, why are 
you ſo ſcornful? 

Miſs. As long as one muſt not {peak one's mind one 
had better not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly I won't 
tell a lie for the matter. 

Ben. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a folly to lie; 
for to ſpeak one thing and to think juil the contrary 
way, is, as it were, to look one way and to row an- 
other. Now, for my part, dye fee, I'm for carrying 
things above board, I'm not for keeping any thing under 
hatches ; fo that if you ben't as willing as I, ſay ſoa 
God's name, there's no harm done. Mayhap you may 
be ſhame-fac'd ; ſome maidens, thof' they love a man 
well enough, yet they don't care to tell'n fo to's face: 
if that's the caſe, why, ſilence gives conſent. 

Miſs.” But Pm ſure it is not fo, for PI ſpeak ſooner 
than you fhall believe that; and I'll ſpeak truth, though 
one ſhould always tell a lie to a man; and I don't care, 
let my father do what he will; Pm too big to be whipt, 
fo PII tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at 
all, nor never will, that's more; fo there's your anſwer 
for you; and don't trouble me no more, you ugly thing, 

Ben. Look you, young woman, you may learn to give 
good words however. I ſpoke you fair, d'ye ſee, and 
eivil——As for your love or your liking, I don't value 
it of a rope's end; and mayhap I like you as little as 
you do me: what I faid was in obedience to father, 
Gad, I fear a whipping no more than you do; but [ 
tell you one thing, if you ſhou'd give ſuch language at 
ſea, you'd have a cat o' nine tails laid croſs your ſhoul- 
ders. Fleſh! who are you? You heard rother hand- 
ſome young woman ſpeak civilly to me of her own ac- 
cord: whatever you think of yourſelf, gad I don't think 
you are any more to compare to her than a can of 
ſmall-beer to a bowl of punch. , 


\ 
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- | Miſs, Well, and there's a handſome gentleman, and 
9 gentleman, and a ſweet gentleman, that was here, 
that loves me, and I love him; and if he ſees you ſpeak 
to me any more he'll thraſh your Jacket for you; he 
will, you great ſea- alf. 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair- weather ſpark that 
was here juſt now? Will he thraſh my jacket? Let'n, 
lebn but an he comes near me, mayhap I may have 
givin a falt eel for's ſupper for all that. What does 
father mean to leave me alone as I come home with 
ſuch a dirty dow dy —Sea-calf? I an't calf enough to 
lick your chai7'd face, you cheeſe-curd you— Marry 
thee! Oons .'ll marry a Lapland witch as foon, and live 
upon ſelung contrary winds and wreck'd veſſels. 

Miſs. I won't be call'd names, nor I won't be abus'd 
thus, ſo I won't— If I were a man—{Cris;.]J-you 
durſt not talk at this rate no, you durſt not, you ſtink+ 
ing tar- barrel. 


S &-N.E VIII. 


To them Mrs FORESIGHT and Mrs FRAIL. 


Mrs Fore. They have quarrel'd juſt as we cou'd with. 

Ben. Tar-barrel? Let your ſweetheart there call me 
ſo, if he'll take your part, your To? Eflence, and Pl 
ſay ſomething to him; Gad, I'll lace his muſk-doublet 
for him; I'll make him ſtink; he (hall ſmell more like 
a weaſel than a civet-cat, alien I ha' done with "en. 

Mrs Fore. Bleſs me, what's the matter, Miſs? what, 
does ſhe cry? Mr Benjamin, what have you done to 
her ? 

Ben, Let her cry; the more ſhe cries, the leſs ſhe'll 
ſhe has been gathering foul weather in her mouth, and 
now it rains out at her eyes. - 

Mrs Fore, Come, Miſs, come along with me, and 
tell me, poor child. 

Mrs Frail. Lord, white ſhall we do? there's my bro» 
ther | Foreſight and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do 
you take Miſs down into the parlour and I'll carry 
Mr Benjamin into my chamber, for they muſt not know 
that they are fall'n out, -Come, Sir, will you venture 
yourſelf with me ? [Looking kindly on him. 
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Ben, Venture, Meſs, aud that I will, thoughtwere 
to ſea in a ſtorm. 


S C E NA XI. 


| Sir SazpsON and FORESIGHT. 

Sir Sam. I left 'em together here. What, are they 
gone? Ben's a briſk boy; he has got her into a corner; 
father's own fon, faith, he'll touzle her, and mouzle 
her : the rogue's ſharp-ſet, coming from ſea. If he 
ſhould not ſtay for ſaying grace, old Foreſight, but fall 
to without the help of a parſon, ha? odd, if he ſhou'd 
I cou'd not be angry with him; 'twould be but like 
me, 4 chip of the old block. Ha, thowrt melancholic, old 
prognoſtication, as melancholic as if thou hadft ſpilt the 
falt, or pair'd thy nails on a Sunday, —Come, chear up, 
look about thee; look up, old ſtar-gazer. Now is he 
poring upon the ground for a crooked pin, or an old 
horſe-nail, with the head towards him. 

Fore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the wedding to-morrow 
morning. 

Sir Sam. With all my heart. 

. Fore. At ten a clock, punctually at ten. 

Sir Sam. To a minute, to a ſecond; thou ſhalt ſet thy 
watch, and the b-idegroom ſhall obſerve its motions; 
they ſhall be marry'd to a minute, go to bed to a mi- 
nute; and when the alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep time 
like the figures of St Dunſtan's clock, and conſummatur: 
s/ ſhall ring all over the pariſh 


C X. 
To them SCANDAL» 


Scan. Sir Sampſon, ſad news. 

Fore, Bleſs us ! 

Sir Sam. Why, what's the matter ? 

Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to affli you and 
bim, and all of us, more than any thing elſe ? 

Sir Sam. Body o' me, I don't know any univerſal grie- 
vance but a new tax, or the loſs of the Canary fleet. 
.Unleſs Popery ſhou'd be landed in the Weſt, or the 
French fleet were at anchor at Blackwell, 


* 
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"Seas. No! Undoubtedly, Mr Foreſight knew all this, 
and might have prevented it. 

Fore. Tis no earthquake! 

Scan. No, not yet; nor whirlwind. But we don't know 
what it may come to — But it has had a conſequence 
already that touches us all. 

Sir Sam. Why, body o' me, out with't. 

Scan. Something has appear'd to your ſon Valentine 
-— He's gone to bed upon't, and very ill, —He ſpeaks 
little, yet he. ſays he has a world to ſay, Aſks for his 
falller and the wiſe Foreſight ; talks of Raymond Lully, 


and the gboſt of Lilly, He has ſecrets to impart I ſup- 


poſe to you to I can get nothing out of him bur ſighs, 
He deſires he may ſee you in the morning, but would 
not be diſturb'd to-night, becauſe he has ſome buſineſs 
to do in a dream. 

Sir Sam. Hoity toity, what have I to do with his 
dreams or his divination ?—Body o' me, this is a trick to 
ce ſer ſigning the conveyance. I warrant the devil will 
tell him in a dream that he muſt not part with his eſtate, 
but I'll bring him a parſon, to tell him that the deviPs 
a liar——Or, if that won't do, I'll bring a lawyer that 
ſhall outlie the devil. And ſo Vl try whether my blacks 
guard or his ſhall get the better of the day. a 


. 


SCANDAL, FORESIGHT- 


Scan. Alas! Mr Foreſight, I'm afraid all is not right, 
—— You are a wiſe man, and a conſcientious man; a 
ſearcher into obſcurity and futurity ; and if you com- 
mit an error, it is with a great deal of conſideration, 
and diſcretion, and caution———— 

Fore, Ah, good Mr Scandal | 

Scan. Nay, nay, 'tis manifeſt ; I do not flatter you— 
But Sir Sawpſon is haſty, very baſty 'm afraid he is not 
ſcrupulous enough, Mr Foreſight—He has been wicked, 
and Heav'n grant he may mean well in this affair with 
you But my mind gives me, theſe things cannot be 
wholly inſignificant. You are wiſe, and ſhould not be 
over-reach'd, methinks you ſhoud not ; | 
Fore, Alas ! Mr Scandal, —Humanum eſt errare. . 


38 LOVE for, LOVE 4am 


Scan. You ſay true, man will err; meer man will err; 
but you are ſomething more—There have been wiſe 
men, but they were ſuch as you—Men who conſulted 
the ſtars, and were obſervers of omens. —Solomon was 
wiſe, but how ?—by his judgment in aſtrology—$0 ſay; 
Pineda in his third book and eighth chapter 

Fore. You are learn'd, Mr Scandal 

Scan. A trifler—but a lover of art — And the wiſe 
men of the Eaſt owed their inſtruction to a ſtar, which 
is rightly obſerv'd. by Gregory the Great in favour of 
aſtrology! And Albertus Magnus makes it the moſt va- 
luable ſcience ;. becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to con- 
ſider the cauſation of cauſes in the cauſes of things. 

Fore. I proteſt 1 honour you, Mr Scandal—1 did not 
think you had been read in theſe matiers—Few young 
men are inclin'd rhe 

Scan, I thank my ſtars that have inclined me—But I 
fear this marriage, and making over this eſtate, this 
transferring of a righful inheritance, will bring judg- 
ments upon us. I propheſy it, and I wou'd not have the 
fate of Caſſandra not to be believ'd. Valentine is di- 
Ku:b'd ; what can be the cauſe of that? and Sir Samp- 
ſon is hurry'd on by an unuſual violence——T fear he 
does not act wholly from himſelf ; methinks he does not 
Jook as he uſed to do. 

Fore. He was always of an impetuous nature—But as 
to this'marriage I have conſulted the ſtars, and all ap- 
pearances are proſperous 

Scan. Come, come, Mr Foreſight, let not the proſpect 


of worldly lucre carry you beyond your judgment, nor 


againſt your conſcience—You are not ſatisfy'd that you 
4 ct juſtly, ä 

Fore. How? 

Scan. Lou are not ſatisfy'd, T ſay. I am loth to 
diſcourage you——But it is palpable that you are not 
ſatisfy'd. 

Fors. How does it appear, Mr Scandal? I think I am 
very well ſatisfy'd. 

' Scan, Either you ſuffer yourſelf to deceive yourlelf, 
or you do-not know yourſelf. 

Foxe. Pray explain yourſelf. 
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Scan, Do you ſleep well o' nights ? 
Fore, Very well. 

Scan. Are you certain? You do not look ſo. 

Fore, TI am in health, I think. | 

Scan. So was Valentine this morning, and look'd 
juſt ſo. 

Fore. How? Am 1 alter'd any way ? I don't perceive it. 


Scan. That may be, but your beard is longer than it 
was two hours ago. 


Fore, Indeed! bleſs me! 


„ Nn. 
To them Mrs FORESIGHT. 


Mrs Fore. Huſhand, will you go to bed? It's ten a 
clock. Mr Scandal, your ſervant. 

Scan. Pox on her, {he has interrupted my deſign—— 
but I muſt work her into the projet. [ A/ide.] You keep 
early hours, Madam. 

Mrs Fore. Mr Foreſight is punctual; we ſit up after 
him. 

Fore. My dear, 'pray lend me your glaſs, your little 
looking-glaſs. 

Scan. Pray, lend it him, ade e 1] tel] you the 
reaſon [ She gives him the glaſs ; Scandal aud ſhe whiſper.] 

My paſlion for you is grown ſo violent—that I am no 
longer maſter of myſelf, ——I was interrupted in the 
morning, when you had charity enough to give me your 
attention, and I had hopes of finding another oppor— 
tunity of explaining myſelf to vou but was diſap- 
pointed all this day; and the une aſineſs that has attend- 
ed me ever ſince brings me now hither at this unfea- 
ſonable hour 

Mrs. Fore.. Was there ever ſuch impudence, to make 
love to me before my huſband's face? I'll ſwear. Pil 
tell him. 

Scan. Do; DII die a martyr rather than diſclaim my 
paſlion. But come a little farther this way, and L'Il tell 
you what project I. had to get him out of the way, that 
I might have an — of e ypan you. 


(Whiſper. 
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Fore. looking in/the:glaſi;Þ I do nor fee any revolution 
here.—Methinks I look with a ſerene and benign aſpect; 
—pale. alittle pale—bur the roſes of theſe cheeks haye 
been gather'd many years.—Ha! I do not like that (ud. 
den fluſhing Gone already !—hem, hem, hem! faintich. 
My heart is pretty good, yet it beats; and, my pulſes, 
ha l—I have none - Merty on me- hum Ves, here 
they are—Gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, 

hey! Whither will they harry me ?—Now they're gone 
again—and now I'm faint again; and pale again, and 
hem! and my—— hem !—breath, hem !—grows ſhort ; 
hem! hem! he, he, bem! 

Scan. It takes; purſue it in the name of love and 
- pleaſure. 

Mrs Fore. How do you do, Mr Foreſight ? 

Fore. Hum, not ſo well as I thought [ was. Lend me 
.your hand, 

Scan, Look you there now—— Your Auer ſays, your 
fleep has been unquiet of late. 

Fore. Very likely. 

Mrs Fore. O, mighty reſtleſs, but I was afraid to tell 
him ſo;—he has been ſubject to talking and ſtarting, 

Scan, And did not ule to be fo. 

Mrs Fore, Never, never; 'till within theſe three 
nights; I cannot ſay that he has once broken my reſt, 
ſince we have been married. 

Fore. I will go to bed, 

Scan. Do ſo, Mr Foreſight, and PP your pray 18. —ffe 
looks better thau he did. 

Mrs Fore. Nurſe, nurſe! 

Fore. Do you think ſo, Mr Scandal? 


Scan. Yes, yes; I hope this will be yons by morning, 
taking it in time 


Fore, 1 hope ſo. 


S EN E. III. 
To them 1 


Mrs Fore, Nurſe; ; pour maſter is not well; put him 
to bed. | 

Scan. I hope you will be able i to 28 Valentine in 
the morning. Lou had beſt take a little diacodion and 
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couſſip water, and 1 * your Wes may be you 
may dream. | 

_ Fore, I thank you, Mr Scandal, 1 will——Norſe, let 

me have a watch licht, and _ 110 erumbs of comfors 
Q me 

Nurſe. Ves, Sir. 

Fort. And—hem, bem; I am e 

- Scan. No, no, you look much better. 

Fore. Do I? And d'ye hear bring me, let me ſee 
within a quarter of twelve-hem— he, bem luſt upon 
the turning of the tide, bring me the urinal ;—and 1 
hope, neither the lord of my aſcendant, nor the moon 
will be combuſt; and then I may do well. 

Scan. I hope ſane Leave that to me; I will erect a 
ſcheme ; and 1 hope I ſhall find both Sol and Venus in 
the ſixth houſe. - 

Fore. I thank you, Mr Scandal, indeed that wou'd be 
a great comfort to me. Hem, hem! goodnight. 


N XIV. 
SCANDAL, M-, FORESIGHT. 


Scan. Goodnight, good Mr Foreſight ;—and I hope 
Mars and Venus will be in conjunction, —while your 
wife and I are together. 

: Mrs Fore. Well; and what uſe do you hope to make 
of this project? You don't think that you are ever like 
to ſucceed in your deſign upon me? 

Scan. Yes, faith, I do; I have a better opinion both 
of you and myſelf, than to deſpair. 

"Mrs Fore. Did you ever hear ſuch a toad—hark'ye, 
devil; do you think any woman honeſt? 

Scan. Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt; they'll cheat a little 
al cards ſometimes, but that's nothing. 
Mrs Fore. Pihaw ! but virtuous I mean. 

Scan. Yes, faith, I believe ſome women are virtuous 
too; but 'tis as I believe ſome men are valiant, through 
fair For why ſhould a man court danger, or a woman 
ſhun.pleaſure. 

Mrs Fore. O monſtrous ! What are conſcience and 
honour? . 
VO TL. AI. F 
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Scan. Why, honour is a puhlic enemy, and conſcience 
a domeſtic thief; and he that wow'd ſecure his pleaſure 
- muſt pay a tribute to one, and go halves with bother; 
As for honaur, that you have ſecur' dy for: you have pur | 
- chas'd a perpetual opportunity for Hleaſine.. 

Mrs Fore. An opportunity for pleaſure! .. | 

Scan. Ay, your huſband, a hufband is an opportunity 
for pleaſure; ſo you have taken cars of honour, and 'tis 
the leaſt I can do to take care of conſcience... . 
Ars Fore, And ſo you: think, we. are eva fer oe an- 

other? 3 

Scan. Yes, faith, 1 think os 1 bores to oak my wind. 

Mrs Fore, Why: then P11 ſpeak my mind. Now Jas to 
this affair between you and me. Here you make love 
to me; why, I'll confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me. Your 
perſon is well enough, and n Tn 1 is not 
amiſs. 

Scan, I have no great opinion of wylelf ; bu, 1 think,, 
Pm neither deform'd, nor a fool. - 

Mrs Fore. But you have a villainous e you 
are a libertine in ſpeech, as well as in practice. 
Scan. Come, I know what you would ſay—you think 
it more dangerous to be ſeen in converſation with me, 
than to allow ſome other men the laſt favour : you mi- 
fake; the liberty I'take in talking is purely affected 
for the ſervice of your ſex. He that firſt cries out, ſtop 
thief, is often he that has ſtoll'n the treaſure; I am 
a juggler, that act by — ad, ** you * 
we'll put a trick upon the world. We 

"rs Fore. Ay 5 ; but you are ſuch an 3 . 
—that I'm afraid you n ou many confederates. 

Scan. Faith, I'm ſound. bot Anti N. 

_ Mrs Forge. O, fy—PII * you're impudent. 

- Sean. I'll Wear you're handſommſe. 

Me Fore. Piſh, you'd tell — though d 1 
think ſo. 46% enn e 18d 
Scan. And you'd think ſo, ino; ſhou'd not>thll youſo 
: And now 1 Think we know one another pretty well. 
7. Fore, O Lara!” "whos berg? lol} nl 0 


Amed ILL ae 081207014 ngen „ THI un 


r BULLS 029 ee 


41 | EO'VE for” LOVE: 65 


090 ly id it bp E N » 2h XV. 


21 L SI7 7 


+ od _ et Faalk — 1 


via \Meſs;: love to ſpeak my mind—Father has nos 
thing to do with me;—nay, I can't ſay that neither z-he. 
has ſomething to do with me. But what does that ſig- 
niſy ? If ſo be, that I ben't-minded to be ſteer'd by him, 
'tis as tho'f he ſhould ſtrive againſt wind and tide. 

Mrs Frail. Ay, but my dear, we muſt keep it ſecret ' 
till the eſtate be ſettled ; for you know marrying with- 
out an eſtate, is like ſailing in a ſhip without ballaſt. 

Ben. He, be, he! why, that's true; juſt ſo for all 
the world it is indeed, as like: as two cable ropes. 

Mrs Frail, And tho' I have a good portion, you know - 
one would not venture all in one bottom. 

Hen. Why that's true again; for may hap one bottom 
may ſpring a leak. Lou n hit it indeed, meſs you've 

nick d the channel. n 

Mrs Frail, Well, but if you hould-forfake-we after 
all, you'd break my heart. 

Ben. Break your heart ? rather the Marygold ſhou'd 
break her cable in a ſtorm, as well as I love her. Fleſh, 
you don't think Pm falſe-hearted, like a land-man, A 
faifor will be honeſt, tho'f mayhap he has never a penny 
of money in his pocket Maybap I may not have ſo 
fair a face as a citizen or à courtier; but for all that, 
Pre as good blood in my veins, and a heart as ſound as 
a biſctut. | 

Mrs Frail. And will you loop me always 3 3 

Ben. Nay, an I love once, I'll tick like pitch; I'll tell - 
you that. Come, I'll ing you-a ſong of a ſailor. 

Mrs frau Hold, there's my ſiſter, I'll call her to 
hear it. 

Mrs Fore. Well I won't go to bed to my huſband to 
night 3 becauſe Il retire io my own chamber, and think 
of what you have ſaid. 

Scan. Well; you'll give me leave to wait upon you to 
your Wen and leave you my laſt inſtructions? 

Mrs Fore, Hold, here's my ſiſter comipg towards us. 

Mrs Frail. If it won't interrupt you, I'll entertain 
you with a ſong. F 2 


* 
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Ben. The ＋— — our ſhipꝰs- 
cre w' s Wife our boat-fwain made the ſoug 3 mayhap 
vou may know her, Sir. Before ſhe ns marry'd, (he. 
vas call'd buxom Joan of Deptford. 

Scan, I have heard of her. r lass 
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1 A Soldier, and laber , 
A tinker, and a tailor, 
Had once a doubtful ſirife, Sir 
To make a maid a wife, 2 
_ Whoſe nams was buxom Joam. 
For now the time was ended, | 
When ſhe no more intended, 
Jo lict ber lips at men, Sir, 
And gnaw the ſbeets in vain, Sir, 
gf And ly o nights alone. p 
II. TER 
<—IA ſaltier Fwore like thunder, 
He lov'd ber more than Plunder? 
Ad ſbeu'i her many a ſear, Sir, 
That he bad brought from far, Si ir. = 
- With fighting for ber fake. © © 
Ike tuiler thought to plesfe ber, 
a Mith off ring ber his nt urr. 
The tinker tos with mettle, - © 7 
Said he cou d mend her leude, 5 
Aud Hop up ev ry leak. 
e | 6 
But while theſe three were prattiag, 
The ſailor f{vly waiting, 
Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſpould all fall out, Sir, 

He then might play his part. 
And juſt e en as be meant, Sir, 
Teloggerheads they went, Sir, 

And then he let fly at ber, 
A bet *twixt wind and water, 
"That won ihis fair maid's heart. 
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Bes. If ſore of our crew that came to ſee me are: 
vor gone, you ſhall ſee that we ſailors can dance ſome- 
times, as well as other folks. CHs. I werben — 
brings em, an they be within hearing. 


Euter Seanien. 


Oh! here hey be — and fiddles long with em; come 
my lads, let's have a round; and PlF make one. C Dance. 

Ban. We're merry folks, we ſailors, we han't much 
to care for. Thus we live at ſea; eat biſket; and drink. 
flip; pu ton a clean ſhirt once a quarter——come home 
and ly with our landladies once a year, get rid of a little 
money; and then put off with the next fair wind. How 
dye like us? 

Mrs Frail. O, you are the bappieſt, merrieſt men 
alive. 

Mrs Fore. We're beholden to Mr Benjamin for this 
entertainment. I believe 'tis late. 

Ben. Why, forſooth, and you think ſo, you had beſt 
go to bed. For my part, I mean to toſs a can, and re- 
member my ſweetheart, a-fore I turn in; mayhap I 
may dream of her. 

Mrs Fore, Mr Scandal, you had beſt go to bed and 
dream too. | t 

Scan. Why, faith, I have a good lively imagination; 


and can dream as much to the purpoſe as another, if I 


ſet ahout it: but dreaming is the poor retreat of a lazy. 
hopeleſs, and imperfect lover; 'tis the laſt glimpſe of 
love to worn-out ſinners, and the faint dawning of a 
blifs to wiſhing girls, and growing boys, 


There's nought but willing, waking love, that can 
Make bleſt the ripen'd maid and finiil'd man. 
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SCANDAL. 
W ELL, is your maſter ready? does he look madly, 
and talk madly? - 

Fer. Yes, Sir; you need make no great doubt of that; 
he that was ſo near turning poet yeſterday morning, 

can't be much to ſeek; in playing the madman to- day. 

Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the 
reaſon of his deſign? 48 

Jer. No, Sir, not yet: He has a mind to try, 
whether his playing the madman, won't make her play 
the fool, and fall in love with him; or at leaſt own, 
that ſhe has lov'd him all this while, and conceal'd it. 

Scan. I ſaw her take coach juſt now with her maid; 
and think I heard her bid the coachman drive hither. 

Fer. Like enough, Sir, for I told her maid this morn- 
ing, my maſter was run ſtark mad only for love of her 
miſtreſs; I hear a coach flop ; if it ſhould be ſhe, Sir, I 
: believe he would not ſee her, till he hears how ſhe takes it. 

Scan. Well, 1˙1¹ try her ſhe, here ſhe comes. 

S856 E N E f II. 
70 thew ANGELIGA viii Jenny. 

Ang. Mr Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a no- 
velty, to ſee 'a woman viſit a man at mn 
in a morning 

Scan. Not upon a kind occaſon Madam. Bot when 
a lady comes tytannically to inſult a ruin'd Jover, and 
make manifelt the eruel triumphs of her nn * 
- barbarity of it ſomething ſurpriſes we. 
Ang. I don't like rallery from a rden ber 
N tell me what is the matter??? 

e. No Grange matter; Madam; ay maſter's mad, 
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mat's all: I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has thought him ſo- 
a great while. 
Ang. How dye mean, mad? ü os 
Fier. Why, faith. Madam, he's mad for . of his 
wits, juſt as he was poor for want of money; his head 
is &en as light as his pockets; and any body that has a 
mind to a bad bargain, can't do better than to beg him 
for his eſtate. 
Ang. If you ſpeak truth, your eadeavouring at wit 
is very unſeaſonable q — 
Scan. She's concern'd, and loves him. Aſie. 
Ang. Mr Scandal, you can't think me puilty of ſo 
much inhumaniry, as not to be concern'd for a man I 
muſt own myſelf oblig'd to. Pray tell me truth. 
Scan. Faith, Madam, I with telling a lie would mend 
the matter. But this is no new effect of an rage" qa 
ful paſſion. 
Ang. aſide.) I hav rot what to thiphk—yer I ſhown 
be vext to have a trick put upon-me—may I not ſee:him ?- 
Scan. I'm afraid the Phyſician is not willing you ſhew'd 
ke him yet Jeremy, go in and u e | 


55; ee nc iy, We: 
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Ang. Ha ! 1 ſaw him wink and die fancy tis a a 
trick —I'i try— I would diſguiſe to all the world a 
failing, which I muſt ou to you——1 fear my happi- 
neſs depends upon the recovery of Valentine. There- 
fore I conjure you, as you are his friend, and as you 
have compaſſion upon one fearful of affliction, to tell me 

- what: La to hope for I cannot ſpeak - but yau may 
toll. me, tell me, for you know what I would ak. 
Scan. So, this is pretty plain Be not tog much con- 
cern'd Madam; I hope his condition. is, not deſperate ; 
un acknowledgment, of love from vou, perhapz, may 
work a cure g; as the fans of, your: averßon. occaſionꝰd 
his diſtemper. I 1 mut 1 4 1780130 
Ang. aſids. J. Say — % nay then m convine'd : 
and, if I don't play trick for trick, may I. neyer taſte 
me pleaſure of revengs——Acknopiledgment gfdove } 


s of for LOVE Atty, 


T find you have miſtaken my compaſſion,” and think me 
guilty of a weakneſs I'm a ſtranger to. But I have too 
much ſincerity to deceĩve you, and too much charity to 
fuffer him to be deluded with vain hopes. Goodnature 
and humanity oblige me to be concern'd for him; but 
to love is neither in my power nor inclination ; and if 
he can't be cur'd without I ſuck the poiſon from his 
wounds, I'm aftaid he won't recover his ſenſes *till [ 
loſe mine 

Scan. Hey, brave woman, i faith won't you ſee him 
then, if he deſire it? 

Ang. What ſignify amadmanrys deſires? beſides, "twou'd 
make me uneaſy—if I don't ſee him, perhaps my con- 
cern for him may leſſen—If 1 forget him, 'tis no more 
than he has done by himſelf; and now the ſurpriſe is 
over, methinks I am not half fo ſorry as I was. 

Scan. So, faith good-nature works apace ; you were 
confeſling juſt now an obhgation to his love, 

Ang. But I have conſider'd that paſſions are unreaſon- 
able and involuntary ; if he loves, he can't help it; and 
if I don't love, I can't help it; no more than he can 
help his being a man, or I my beidg a woman; or no 
more than I can help the want of inclination to ſtay 


longer here——— Come, Jenny. 
SCE N E IV. 
SCANDAL, JEREMY- 


Scan. Humph!— An admirable compoſition, faith, 
this ſame womankind! | 

Jer. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? 

Scan. Gone; why ſhe was never here, nor any where 
elſe ; nor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor you neither. 

Fer. Good lack! what's the matter now? are any 
more of us to be mad? why, Sir, my Maſter longs to 
fee her; and is almoſt mad in good earneſt, with the 
joyful news of her being here. 

Scan. We are all under a miſtake—aſk no queſtions, 
for I can't refolve you; but PIl inform your maſter, 
In the mean time, if our project ſucceed no better witir 


his father, than it does with his miſtreſs, he may de- 
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ſaend ſrom bifie xaltation of madneſa into 50 wot 'of. 
common ſenſe, and be content only to be made a fool 
with other reaſonable people. I hear 0 nerd 
e mn: iinviger bas 
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JerRE Mv, \Sir*SaMpSor wens See 


Sir Sam, D'ye ſee, Mr Buckram, heren the paper, 


ſgud with his own hand. 

. Buck, Good, Sir; and the conveyance is ready drawn, 
in this box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. 

Sir Sam. Ready, body o'me, he myſt be ready: his. 
ſham-licknefs ſhaw't excuſe him—0, here” 0 his ſcoun- 
drel: Sirrab, where's your walker ? 

Ter. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. DONG | 

Sir Far Gone! What, be is not dead? 

Fer. No, Sir, not dead. | 

Sir Sam. What, is he gone out of town, run away? 
ha! Has he trick d me? Speak, Varlet. 

Jer. No, no, Sir ; he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he were 
but as ſound, poor gentleman, He is indeed here, Sir, 
and nof te” Sir. 

Sir Sam. Heyday, Raſcal, do you banter me? Sirrah, 
dye banter me? Speak, Sirrah, where is he? for I 
will find him. Ty 

Jer. Would you could, Sir; ; 13 be has loſt himſelf, 
Indeed, Sir, I have almoſt broke my heart about mm 
I can't refrain tears when I think of him, Sir. I'm as 


melancholy for him : as a pafling- bell, Sir, or a horſe in 
a pond. 


— 


Sir Fam. A pox confound your fi ſimilitudes, Sicrah k 


Speak to be underſtood, and tell me in plain terms what 
ile matter is with him, or I'll crack your fooPs ſkull. 


Fer.” All, you've hit it, Sir; that's the matter witk 


him, Sir; his Kulla e 0 poor gentleman ; he? ; ſtark 
mad, ir. * 1 


Sir — d- * 
Bus k. What, is he non nber“ 


FNr. Quite non compor, Sir. . ee eee 4. 
Buck. Why, then all's ebbterated, Sir Sawpſon ; ; if 
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be be non compos mentis, his act and deed will be of ne 

effect; it is not good in law. 

Sir Sam. Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſee him 

Sir, ——Mad !. I'll make him find his ſenſes 
Jer. Mr Scandal i is with him, Sir; Pl knock at the 

door. *FGots 10 tl Scent, which opens. 


SCE: N E. VI. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, IxREux, and 
LawVER. Valentine upon a conch fy dreſid) 


Sir Sam, How now? what's here to 0 


Val. Ha! Who's that? Lstar ting. 
Scan. For Heaven's ſake, ſoftly, Sir, and gently ; don't 
provoke him, 


Pal. Anſwer me. Who is that? and that? 

Sir Sam, Gadſbobs, does he not know me? Is he miſ- 
chievous ? PH ſpeak gently——Val, Val, doſt thou not 
know me, boy ? Not know thy own father, Val! I am 
thy own father, and this is honeſt Brief Buckram the 
lawyer. 

Val. It may be ſo—T did not know you the world 3 is. 
full. There are people that we do know and people 
that we do not know; and yet the ſun ſhines upon all 
alike, ——There are fathers that have many children, 
and there are children that have many fathers ——— 
Tis ſtrange ! but I am Truth, and. come to give the 
world the lie. 

Sir Sam, Body o'me, I know not aha to Sy to him.” 

Fal. Why daes that-lawyer wear black? —Does he 
| earry his conſcience withoutſde ane what art 
thou ? ? Doſt thou know me? 

Buck. O Lord, what muſt I ſay ves, Sir. 

al. Thou. lieft, for I am Truth. Tis hard I cannot 
get a livelihood amongſt you. I have been ſworn out 
of Wellminſter-hall the firſt day of every term Let 
me ſee——Nd matter how long But Ptt tell you one 
thing; ; it's a queſtion that would puzzle an arithmeti- - 
cian, if you ſhould aſk him, whether the Bible ſaves more 
fouls in Weſtminſter-abbey, or damns more in Weſt-_ 
minſter-balf : for my part, I am Truth; and can't 3 
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Tha ve very ſew — | * 
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» Str Sam. Body ol me, deus Kan! in his ae ö 


Has he no intervals? 

Fer. Very ſhort, Sir. 

Buck. Sir, I can do you no ſervice while he! $ in this 
condition. Here's your paper, Sir—He, may do me-a- 
miſchief, if 1.ſtay——The conveyance 18 ready, Sir, if : 
ke recover his lenſes, 5 

| Re” C E N E vn. 

Sir SAMPSON; VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JerENrY. 

Sir Shu. Hold, hold; don't you go yet. 

Scan. You'd better let him go, Sir, and ſend for 1. 
if there be occaſion; for I fancy his preſence provokes 
him more, * 

Val. Is the lawyer gone? 'Tis well then, we may 
drink about without going together by the ears. 
Heigh ho! what a clock is it? My father here! | Your 
bleding, Sir. "2 74.3) * 

Sir Sam, He recovers—bleſs thee, Val How doſt 
thou do, boy? 

Jul. Thank you, Sir, pretty well -I have been a litle” 
out of order. Won't you pleaſe to ſit, Sir? 

Sir Fam. Ay, boy.—Come, thou ſhalt fit. down by me. 

Fal. Sir, tis my duty to wait. 

Sir. Sam. No, no. Come, come, ſit thee down, honeſt 
Val. How doſt thou do.? let me feel-thy pulſe 
pretty well now, Val. Body o'me, I was ſorry, to 4 
d e den am lad pou, fr deen honeſt 
Val. 25003; I 

Val. Lahanb vou, Sire e 

Scan. Miracle! the moriſter Be Böer Ca ae, 

Sir Sam. Let me feel thy hand again, Val: : it dogs 
not ſhake? I believe thou, can(t, write, Val, Ha boy ? 2 
thou canſt write thy name, Valt—] eremy 1, ſtep . 
overtake Mr Buckram;ʒ bid him make haſte. bac':. 
mary eee u whiſper n "i 
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„Sir Sers, Nr SCANDAL: * ” 
Fm That ever I ſhould ſuſped ſuch. a Maier 05 


any remorſe! übu Suppe wl NN 
* * N s 8 


BY 
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Sir Sams Doſt thou know this paper, Val? I ee 
thou'rt honeſt, and will perform article. 

(Seu, him the paper, but holds is out of his reac). 

Val. Pray let me ſee it, git. You hold it fo far of, 
that I can't tell whetber I know. it or no. 

Sir Sam. See it, boy? Ay, ay; why, thou doſt fee it 
*is thy own hand, Vally. Why, let me-ſee, I can read 
it as plain as can be. Look you here. [Reads] The 
condition of this obligation-——Look you, as plain as can 
be, fo it begins—And then at the bottom At wirne/; 
my Hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, in great letters, 
Why, 'tis as plain as the noſe in one's face. What, 
are my eyes better than thine -?- E believe I can read it 
Farther off yet——Let me ſee. 

[Stretches his arm as far as he can, 

Fal. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir? 

Sir Sam. Let thee hold it, ſay'ſt thou? — Ay, with all 

my heart—What matter is it who holds it? What need 
any body hold it ?— ll put ãt up in my pocket, Val, and 
then no body negd hald! it ¶ Putt the pa per in his poc bet. 
There, Val, it is ſafe enough, boy—zut thou ſhalt 
Have it, as ſoon, as n * hand to . pa- 
Pen lutie Val. 


ſits 45 D 
To them JEREMY with BUckRAu. 


Val. What, is my bad genius here again ! Oh, no, 'tis 
che lawyer with an itching palm, and he's come to be 
ſcratched — nails are not long enough Let me 
have a pair of red-hot tongs quickly, quickly, and you 
ſhall ſee me act St Dunſtan, and lead the devil by the 
moſe. 


| Puck. 0 Lord, let me be gone; z vn not venture my; 
Jelf with a madman. 


enn 


"Sie R ursox, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


Fal. Ha, ha, ha! you need not run fo faſt; Honeſty 
will not overtake yan——Ha, ha, ha! the yogue foot 
ame autto be * forma panperis preſently, 
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Sir Sum. Oons ! what à 'vexation is here? 1 know not 
what to do or ſay, nor Which way to fv. ' 

Hal! Who's that that's out of his way? Jam Truth, 
and can ſet him right Harkee, friend, the ſtraight road 
is the worſt way you can g0o—He that follows his noſe: 


always will very often be led into a ſtink. Probatun- eſt. | 


But what are you for, religion or politics? There's a 
couple of topics for vou, no more like one another than 
oil and vinegar ; and yet thoſe two beaten together by 
a ſtate cook make ſauce for the whole nation. 

ir Sam. What the devil had T to do ever to beget 
ſons? why did I ever marry ? 


Val. Becauſe thou wert a monſter, old bey. The two 


gicateſt monſters in the world are a man and a woman? 
What's thy opinion? 

Sir Sam. Why, my opinion is, that thoſe two monſters 
Join'd together make yet a greater, thats a- man and 
his wife. 

Val. Aha! old Truepenny. ſay dt thou ſo. ? thou baft 
niek'd ãt But it's wonderful llrangs, Jeremy. 

Fer, What is, Sir? 

Val. That grey hairs he ver a green head 
* make a fool of my father. What's here? ren 


pater, or a bearded ſybil? If $i Wi comes, Truth muſt 
give place. 


SCENE K,. 


bir SAMPSON), SCANDAL, Fokksichr, Mrs Fore 


SIGHT, Mrs FRAIL, 


Foro. hat ſays he? What, did he ere s " 
ir Sampſon t bleſs us! How are we? 

Sir Sam. Are we? A pox of your prognoſtication— 
Why, we are fools as we uſe to be——*Oons, that you 
cou'd not foreſee that the moon wou'd predominate, and 
my ſon be mad Where's your oppoſitions, your trines, 
and your quadrates ? What did vour Cardan and your 
Ptolomy- tell you? your Meſſahalah and your Longo- 
montauus? your harmony of chiromancy with aſtro- 
logy ? ? Ab! pox on't, that I that know the world, and 


men, and manners, that don't * * 
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{ky, and, ſtars, and ſun and almanacks, and traſty, ſhould 
be directed by a dreamer, an omen-hunter, and. defer 
' buſineſs in expectation of a lucky hour; when, body 
o'me, there never was a | lucky hour after he bolt op- 
portunity. S ooo gt hd! isses ian di 

8 'C E N E XII. 


| SCANDAL, Fokksichr, "Mrs Wa 
Mrs FRAIL. 


Pore. Ah, Sir gampſon! Heaven help your: head 
This is none of your lucky hours Nemo omnibus horis 
ſapit. What, is he gone, and in contempt of ſcience ! 
III ſtars and unconvertable ignorance attend him. 

Scan. Vou muſt excuſe his paſſion, Mr Foreſight; for 
he has been heartily vezx'd—His ſon is ao compos mentis, 

and tbereby incapable: of making any conveyance-in 
law, ſo that all his meaſures are age, RL 

Fore. Ha! ſay you ſo? 1 

.. Mrs Frail. What, has my ſea - lover loft his cher of 
— then?;¶ßù [Aſide to Mrs Foreſight. 
Mrs Fore. Oh, Siſter, what will you do with him? 

Mrs Frail. Bo with him ! ſend him to-ſea again in the 
next foul weather. He's us'd to an inconſtant element, 

and won't be ſurprisd to ſee the tide turned. 

Fore; Wherein was I miſtaken not to foreſee this? 

Cc-Con ſiders. 

Scan, Madam, you and I can tell hi ſometbing elſe 
that he did not foreſee, and more particularly relating 
to his own fortune. Aſide o Mrs Foreſight, 

.Mrs Fore. What do you mean? I don't underſtand you, 

Scan. Huſh ! ſoftly——the pleaſures of laſt night, my 
gear, too conſiderable to be forgot ſo ſoon. 

Mrs Fore. Laſt night! and what would your impu- 
gence: infer from laſt night? Laſt night was like the 
might before, I think. | 

Scan, *$'death, de you make no difference between 
me and your huſband? | 

Mrs Fore. Not much ;—he's ſuprifthtions, and you are 
mad, in my opinion. 

Scun. Tou make me niad—You' are not ſerious _ 
ray recollect yourſelf. 
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n Fre. O yes! now 1 remember, yo were very 
pertinent and M would. have come to 
bed to me. 

"Scan. and did not! ” * * 9 

Mrs Fore,” Did not! With that face can you aſk x ihe 
queſtion * ? HY 

Scau. This 1 have hd of before, * never believ'd; 
I have been told, ſhe had that admirable quality of for- 
getting to a man's face in the morning, that ſhe had 
lain with him all night, and denying that ſhe had done 
favours: with more impudence than ſhe cou'd grant em. 
Madam, Pm your humble ſervant, and honour you. 
Fou look pretty well, Mr Foreſi * How __ 
you reſt laſt night? © - 

Fore. Truly, Mr Scandal, I was ſo taken up iat 
broken n ed n that I remember 
hitle, {4.5 
Scan. "Twas a very forgetting night. Bur would 
you not talk with Valentine? perhaps you may under- 
ſtand him; Pm apt to believe, there is ſomething my- 
ſterious in his Niſccurfes, and ann rather think 

him inſpir'd than mad. 
Fiore. Lou ſpeak with ele good judgment, Mr 
Scandal, trulyI am incliaing to your-Furkiſh opinion 
in this matter, and-do. reverence a man whom the vul- 
gar think 'mad. Let us go to him. 

- Mrs: Frail. Siſter, do yon ſtay with them; III find 
out my lover, and give him his diſcharge, and come to 
page's ne * rasse, here he comes. 


r E N E XIII. 
e FRATT, Bev. 


Ben, All mad, 1 think——Fleſh! I believe all the Ca- 
jentures of the Tea are come aſhore, for my part. 

Mes Frail. Mr Benjamin in choler! | 

Ben. No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now I have found 
you,——Meſs ! I have had ſuch a hurricane upon your 
account yonder 


_ Mrs Frail, My account! Ll what's the matter? 
G 2 
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Bin. Why, father e came and, found m | me e ſquabbling 
with yon chitty-fac'd thing, as be * 1 have me mar- 
ry—— ſo he afk'd, what was Us. matter: He aſk'd in a 
furly ſort of a way (It ſeems brother Val, is gone 
mad „and ſo that por'n into a paſſion : but what did I 
know of that ; ; What's that to me 2— So. he alk'd 
in a ſurly ſort, off, manner——and, Gad, 1 anſwer'd 'en 
as ſurlily——what thof be be my Ger 3 ? . I ar't bound 
prentice to en: ſo faith, I told'n in plain terms, 
if I, were minded to marry, . 1d marry to pleaſe myſelf, 
not him ; and for the young woman that he provided 
for me, I thought it more fitting for her ia learn ber 
ſampler, and make dirt pies, than to look after a huſ- 

and; for my part, E was none of her man I had ano- 
ther voyage to make; let him take it as he will. 

. . Mrs Frail. So then, you intend to. go to ſea again: 75 

Ben. Nay, nay, my mind run upon you but 1 
wou'd not tell him ſo much 80 he ſaid he'd make 
my heart ake; and if ſo be that he cou'd get a woman 
10 his mind, he'd marry himſelf. Gad, ſays I, an you 
play the fool, and marry at theſe years, «there's more 
danger of your head's aking than, my heart. He, was 
woundy angry when I gave en that wipe he hadn't 
a Word to ſay; ane I left en, and the green girl to- 
gether; : mayhap the bee may bite, and hell Parry ber 
himſelf, with all my heart. . W 

Ars Frail. and were you this unguriful.and graceles 
w vretch to your father? 

Ben. Then why- was he. graceleſs, firſt 2—If Bam un- 
dutiful and en N did ae . Neeb me Ao? I did 
not get 1 * 


G8 C45: 


—_ O. Lam place to, have diſcover?d the: ſhejves 
and quickſands that * ee that faltlleks öl 

el. 

Ben. Hey taly ws iba walter now? Why, you 
pen t angry, „be you? =O 

. MrsFraih, Q, leg : me.no. more Ipo, thou an 
dorn amongſt rocks, ſuckl'd, by whales, cradled in a 
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tempeſt, and whiltled to by wind; and thou art come 
forth with fins and ſcales, and three rows of teeth, a 
molt qutrageous fiſh of prey. | 

Ben. O Lord, O Lord! ſhe's mad, poor young wo- 
man! love has turn'd her ſenſes, her brain is quite over- 
ſet! Well. a- day, how ſhall 1 do to ſet her to rights? 

Mrs Frail. No, no, I am not mad, monſter ; I am 
wiſe enough to find you out !——Hadft thou the impu- 
dence to aſpire at being a huſband, with that ſtubborn 
and diſobedient temper ?—— You that know not how to 
ſubmit to a father, preſume to have a ſufficient ſtock of 
daty to undergo a wife? 1 ſhould have been finely 
fobb'd indeed, very finely fobb'd ! 

Ben. Harke, forſooth; if ſo be that you are in your 
right ſenſes, d'ye ſee; for ougbt as I perceire Pm like 
to be finely fobb'd— if I have got anger here upon your 
account, and you are tack'd about already! What 
ye mean, after all your fair ſpeeches, and ſtroaking 
my cheeks, and kiſſing and hugging, what, wou'd you 
meer off ſo? wou'd you, and leave me aground ? 

Mrs Frail. No; VI leave you a-drift, and 8⁰ which 
way you will. 

Ben, What, are you falſe-hearted then? 

Ars Frail. Only the wind's chang'd. 

Ben. More ſhame for you. The wind's chang'd ! 
—it's an ill wind blows nobody good mayhap I have 

a good riddance on vou, if thefe be your tricks! 
What, did you mean all this while to make a fool 
of me? 

Mrs Frail. Any fool but a huſband. 

Ben Huſband ! Gad, I wou'd not be your huſband if 
you wou'd have me, now I know your mind, thof you 
had your weight in gold and jewels, and thof I lov'd 
you never fo well. 

Ars Frail. Why, canſt thou love, Porpuſſe? 

Ben. No matter what I can do: don't call names 
] don't love vou fo well, as to bear that. whatever ! did. 
———Pm glad you ſhew yourſelf, Miftreſs. — 
them marry you, as don't know you: Gad, I know 


You too well by ſad experience; I believe he that mar- 
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ries you, will go to ſea in a henpeck'd frigate 
believe that, young woman — and mayhap may come 
to an anchor at Cuckold's- point: ſo there's a daſh for 
you, take it as you will; mayhap you may holla after 
me when I won't come to, 

Mrs Frail. Ha, ha, ba! no doubt intanoa true 
. // ͤͤ Ä _ [Sings, 


SC E N E XIV. 


Mrs FRAIL, Mrs FORESIGHT. 


Mrs Frail. O Siſter, had you come a minute ſooner, 
vou would have ſeen the reſolution of a lover. 
Honeſt Tar and I are parted——and with the ſame in- 
difference that we met. —O? my life, I am half ved 
at the inſenſibility of a brute that I deſpis'd. 

Mrs Fore. What then ? he bore it moſt heroically ? 

Mrs Frail. Moſt tyranically ;——for you ſee he has 
got the ſtart of me; and I the poor forſaken maid am 
left complaining on the ſhore : but PM tell you a hint 
that he has given me; Sir Sawpſon is enraged, and 
talks deſperately of committing matrimony , himſelf. 
If he has a mind to throw himſelf away, he can't 
40 it more effectually than upon me, if we could bring 
it about. 

Mrs Fore. Oh, hang him, old fox ! he's too cunning : 
beſides, he hates beth you and me. —But I have a pro- 
60 in my head for you, and 1 have gone a good way 
towards it: 1 have almoſt made a bargain with Jeremy. 
Valentine's man, to ſel] his maſter. to us. . 

. Mrs Frail. Sell him, ans 

Mr Fore. Valentine raves upon al and took 
me for her, and Jeremy ſays willtake any body for her- 
that be impoſes on him.—Now I have promiſed him 
mountains, if in one of his mad fits he will bring you 
rg | him in her ſtead, and get you married together, and 
put. to- bed together; ; and after conſummatiov, girl, 
there's s no revoking: and if he ffovld recover his ſenſes,. 


he'll be glad at leaſt io make hr a N ſettlement. 
ve 710 er 25 
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Here they come, ſtand aſide a n and tell me 
how you like the deſign. 


n 


Ars FoREs1GHT, Met FRAIL, VALENTINE, Scax- 
DAL, FORESIGHT, and JEREMY. | ; 


Scan. And have you given your maſter a hint of their 
plot upon him? [ Aid? to Jer. 
Jer. Les, Sir; he ſays he'll favour it, and iniſtake 

her for Angelica. 

Scan. It may make us ſport, 

_ Fore. Mercy on us! 

Val, Ruſh ! Interrupt me not—PT'll whiſper pre- 
diction to thee, and thou ſhalt prophecy ;—I am Truth, | 
and can teach thy tongue a new trick, Il have told 
thee what's paſt—now I'll tell what's to come. Doſt 
thou know what will happen to-morrow ?——Anſwer 
me not—for I will tell thee. To-morrow knaves will 
thrive thro? Craſt, and fools thro? Fortune, and Honeſty 
will go as it did, froſt-nipt in a ſummer-ſuit. Alk me 
queſtions concerning to- morrow. | 

Scan. Aſk him, Mr Foreſight, 

_ Fore. Pray, what will be done at court ? 

Val. Scandal will tell you Il am T ruth, + never 
come there. | | | — __——— 

Fore. In the ei? ee n 

Val. Oh, prayers will be ſaid in empty churches at 
the uſual hours ; vet you will, ſee, ſuch zealous faces 
behind counters, as if religion were to be fold in every 
Mop. Oh, things will go methodically f in the « city, ile 
clocks; will ſtrike, twelve at noon, | andi t e horn'd herd, 
buz in the Exchange at two: vives and fach ate win. 
drive diſtinct trades, and care and pleaſure ſe} arately” 
ogcupy the family: coffechouſes will be full's finoke' 
and ſtratagem z ang, ab e cropt 'prentice. that ſweeps his: 35 
maſter's, hop in the morning, may ten "to one dirty his. 
ſheers before night. But there,are two things that you, 
will ſee very ſtrange; which, are anten Wives, i 
their legs at liberty, and tame cucko!ds with chains: 
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about their necks. — But hold, I muſt exatuine your 
before I go further ; you look ſuſpiciouſly. Are you a 
huſband ? 

Fore. I am married. 

Val. Poor creature ! Is your wife of Covent-Garden 
pariſh ? 

Fore, No; St Martin- 9s in the Fields. 

Vil. Alas, poor man! his eyes are ſunk, and his 
hands ſhrivell'd, his legs dwindled, and his back bow'd ; 
pray, pray, for a metamorphoſis——Change thy ſhape, 
and thake off age; get thee Medea's kettle, and be 
boild anew; come forth with-labouring calous hands, 
a chine of ſteel, and Atlas“ ſhoulders. Let Taliacotius 
trim-the calves of twenty chairmen, and make thee pe- 
deſtals to ſtand erect upon, and look matrimony in the 
face; Ha, ha, ha! that a man ſhou'd have a ſtomach' 


to a wedding ſupper, when the pidgeons ought rather- 


to be laid to his feet! ha, ha, ha! 
Fore. His frenzy is very high now, Mr Scandal. 
Scan. I believe it is a ſpring tide. 
Fore. Very likely, truly; you underſtand theſe mat- 


ters——Mr Scandal, I ſhall be very glad to confer with 


you about theſe things which he has utter'd.—— His 
ſayings are very myſterious and hieroglyphical. 

Val. Oh, why ſhould Angelica be abſent from my 
eyes ſo long? 

Fer. She's here, Sir. 

Mrs Fore. Now, Siſter. | 

Ars Frail. O Lord, what muſt I ſay? 

Scan, Humour him, Madam, by all means. 

Pal. Where is ſhe? Oh I ſee her—ſhe comes, like 
riches, health, and liberty, at once, to a deſpairing, 


arving, and abandon'd wretch; Oh. welcome, welcome! 


Mrs Frail. How d'ye, Sir? Can I ſerve you? 


Val. Harkee ;——1 have a ſecret to tell vou 


Fndymion and the moon ſhail meet us upon Mount Lat- 
mos, and we'll be married in the dead of night ——but 
ſay not a word. Hymen ſhall put his torch in a dark 
lanthorn, that it may be ſecret; and Juno ſhall give 
her peacock poppy-water, that he may fold his ogling 
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wil, and Argus's. hundred eyes be hut, bay 10 
Hall know bur Jeremy, 

Mrs Frail. No, no, we'll keep it yo it mall be. 
done preſeutly. 10 unn 21 0 0 

Val. The ſooner the Fee rea, come hither—- 
cloſer that none may over - hear us Jeremy, I can 


tell you news, Angelica is turn'd nun, and I am turning 
ſriar; and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite of the 


Pope. —Get me a coul and beads, that I may play my 
part for ſhe' il meet me two hours hence in black 
and bite, and a long veil to cover the project, and we 
won't ſee one another's: faces, till we have done ſome- 
thing 10 be aſham'd of; and then we'll bluſh once for e 


* r E N E XVI. 

ws 70 them TATTLE and ANGELICA, 

Jer. wu take care, and | | 

Val, Whiſpers” + | 1 21 

Ang. Nay, Mr Tattle, if you b bond to me, you 
ſpoil/ my deſign, for I intend to make you wy confident. 


Tut. But, Madam, 'to- threw away your perfon, ſuch 


a:perſon.! and ſuch a fortune on a madwan! 


Ang. I never lov'd him till he was | mad; but don't 


whbony- body ſo, 


Scan. How's this? Tattle ks ove 1 to Angelica?” g 


Tat. Tell, Madam! Alas, you don't know me —— I 
have much ado to tell your Ladyſhip, how long I have 
been in love with you; but encourag'd by the impoſſi- 


bility of Valentine's making any more addrefles to you, 


I bave vertur'd to declare the very inmoſt paſſion of my 


heart. Oh, Madam, took upon us both. There ou. 


ſee the ruins of a poor decay'd creature Here a com- 
pleat and lively figure, with youth and health, and all 
his-five-ſenſes in perfection, Madam; 24. to all this, 
the moſt paſſionate lover, — 
Ang. O fy for ſhame, hold your tongue, pete 
lover; and five ſenſes in perfection! when you are as“ 


SA 


mad as Valentine, *PH beteve you Woo 1:48 and tlis-- 
maddeſt ſha ll. take. me 37 a 015 N N42 72 Tk 4 10 


Val. It is enough. Ha! Who's = ? 
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, Frail. O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all. 
To Jeremy; 

Fer. No, no, Madam, he. won't en her; ; if he 
ſhou'd, I can perſuade him. 

Val. Scandal, who are theſe ? fordibiiers'? ? if hey are, 
LI tell you, what I think Set away all the company 
but Angelica, that I map diſcover wy deſign to her, 

LVliſper. 

Scan. I ie have diſcover dfomethingof Fattle, 
that is of a piece with Mrs Frail. He courts Angelica; 
if we cou'd contrive to couple em ms nap ark' ee 

- (Whiſper. 

Urs Fore. He wou' know you, Couſin, he knows 
nobody. 

Fore. But he knows more than any body — Oh, Niece, 
he knows things paſt and to eome, and all ny profound 
ſecrets of time. | 

Tat. Look you, Mr Foreſight, ' it is not my way to 
make many words of matters, andſo I than't ſay much ; 
but in ſhort, d'ye ſee, I will hold you a hundred pound 
now, that I know more ſecrets thaw he. 

Fore. How | I cannot read that knowledge in your. 
face, Mr. Tattle——Pray what do' you know ? 

Tat. Why, d'ye think I'll tell you, Sir? Read it in 
my face? No, Sir, 'tis written in my heart; and ſafer 
there, Sir, than letters writ in juice of lemon, for no 
ſire can fetch it out. I am no blab; Sir. 

Val. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may.calily bring it 
about They are welcome, and ÞIl tell em ſo myſelf. 
[To Scandal] What, do you look ſtrange upon me? — 
Then I muſt he plain. [Coming up io them.] I am Truth, 
and hate an old acquaintance with a new face. 

[Scandal goes aſide with Jeremy. 

Tat. Do you know me, Valentine? 

Val. You? Who:are:you.?. No, I hope not. 

Tat. I am Jack Tatile, your friend. Tr 

Val. My friend, what to do? I am no — man, 
and thou canſt not ly with my wife: I am very poor, 
and thou canſt not borrow money of me: 5 ok what. 
employment have I for a friend? © 1 | 


* 
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Tat. Hah, a good open ſpeaket, and nt t6 be truſted * 
with a ſecret. 
Aug. Do you know eee e | | 
Val, Oh, very well. 5 e nt 
Aug. Who am? | 
Fal. You're'a — — — — well 
beauty, when it grafted roſes on a briar. You are the | 
| 


reflection of heaven in a pond, and he that leaps at you 

is ſunk, - You are all white, a ſheet of lovely ſpotleſs | 
paper, when you firſt are born; but you are to be 4 
crawl'd and blotted by every gooſe's quill. I know you; 1 


for I lov'd a woman, and lov'd eher fo long, that I found j 
out. a ſtrange thing: I found out what a woman Was 
good for. | 
Tat. Ay, pr'ythee, what's that? 8 
Val. Why, to keepꝭ a ſeeret. ? | | 
Tat. O Lord! i 
Val. O exceeding good to keep a ſecret : for though 1 
ſhe ſhould tell, yet the is not tobe believ'd. | '1 


Tat. Hah.! good again, faith. a 
Val, I wed have r e me the bag that * 
„ Oats e pee cM ; 
Bet by Mr FINGER. | a 
TI" a. 01.539 ty. "1 
tell ibee, an could I time retrieve, | | 
+ And could again begin to love and live, 
Jo yon I ond my earkieft off ring give; 
I know, my eyes would lead my heart to you, p 
And ſbauld all my vous and oaths renew ; | a [ | 
But 10 be plain, I ne ver would be true. | 
4 0077307 9097 3 
For by our beak and weary truth, I find, 
Love hates to center in a point affign'd; 
Bat runs with joy ibe circie of the mind. | 
ber ne ver let us chain end hoof | 
Bat fer relief, of either ſex wore 05 oo 
- Siuce women love to charge, and ſ de wee . 
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ane fot 2 — ah ri eds muſing, 
* Pl} do't, 8 ir. [LTe Scandal, 
Scan. Mr Foreſight, we had Madras: — He yy 
grow outrageous, and do miſchiefac. ++ +, 
| Fores I Will be directed by Jou n 48 A* 
Fer. to Miet Frail} You'lk meet, enn take 
care every thing ſhall be rade 
Me Frail, Thou ſhalt do what thou 2 zin ſhort, I 
wil deny thee nothing. wr fie nf} ava! TY 
Tat. Madam, ſhall I wait upon yoa? | To: Angelica. 
Aug. No, I'Il ſtay with bim Mr Scandal will pro- 
teck me. Aunt, Mr Tattle N you would give him 
leave to wait on 0ubd. gu bine 
Tat. Pox on't, — no comittg off, now me has faid 
that — Madam, will you do me the honour 
Mrs Fore, Mr Tattle might have us'd leſs ceremony. 


«CENTS g XVII. | 
oy se d aa SCANDAL. 


Scan. Jeremy, follow Fattle.- n 
Ang. Mr Scandal. 1 only ay til rieten and 


ond: had a mind to be rid of Mr'Tattle 


Scan. Madam, I am very glad that I over-heard a 
better reaſon, which you gave to Mr Tattle; for his 


impertinence forced you to acknowledge a kindneſs for 


Valentine, which you deny'd to all his ſufferings and 
my ſolicitations S0 Il leave him to make uſe of the 
diſcovery; and,,your Ladyſhip to the tree donfeſſion of 
your inclinations. & 331 

Ang. Oh heavens! yon won't leave me . with 
a madman ? 


Scan, No, Xiu 121 — 5 Teave a madman to his 
remedy. ; | 
8 17 N= E XynI. 
— — t; 


Val Madan; you weed not be moch "afraid, for 1 
Fancy begin to come to myſelf. MU3PAFT? he 


Ai ay, but if Edontfryoup PN be bang d. CA. 


Ja. You ee whar'digniſes Joye I "= on ; 


T5 3 
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have been in counterfeited ſhapes for the-ſame 
reaſon; and the divine part of me, my mind, has worn 
this maſque of madneſs, and this motly livery, only as 
the ſlave of love, and menial creature of your beauty. 

Ang, Mercy on me, how he talks 1 Poor Valentine! 

Pal. Nay; faith; now let us underſtand one another, 
regie apart The comedy draws towards an end, 
and let us think of leaving acting, and be ourſelves; 
and ſince you have lov'd me, you muſt own, 1 Na at 
length deſery'd you ſhou'd confeſs it. | 
Arg. fighs.] I would I had lov'd you——for SIM 
knows I pity you; and could I have foreſeen the (44. 
effects, I would have ſtriven; but that's too late. [Sg. 
Val. What ſad effects? What's too late? My ſeeming 
madneſs has deceiv'd my father, and procur'd me time 
to think of means to reconeile me to him, and preſerve 
the right of my inheritance to his eſtate, which other- 
wiſe, by articles, I muſt this morning have reſign'd : and 
this I had inform'd you of to-day; but you were gone 
before I knew you had been here, 

Aug. How I thought your love of me had caus'd this 
tranſport in your ſoul, which, it ſeems, you only coun- 
terſeited-; for by mercenary ends, and ſordid intereſt 
Val. Nay, now you do me wrong; for if any intereft 
was .conſider'd- it was yours, fince I thought I wanted 
more than love to make me worthy of you. 

Ang. Then you thought me mercenary— But how 
am I deluded by this interval of ſenſe, to reaſon witk 
4 madman ? 


Val. Oh, "tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 


S C E N E XIX. 
To them IEREMV. 


Aug. Oh, here's a reaſonable creature—ſure he will 
not have the impudence to perſevere—Come, Jeremy. 
acknowledge your triek,- 2 your r mad- 
gels counterfeit. 

Fer. Counterfeit, Madam Pl: maintain him to de as 
abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any freeh older in 
V O TL. XI. H 


| 
| 
! 
| 


* 
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Bethlehem; nay, he's as mad as any Moen e, 
chuymiſt, lover, or poet in Europe. 4 

Val. Sirrah, you lie; I am not mad. 

Ang. Ha, ba, ha! vou ſee he denies it. 


Fer. O Lord, Madam, did you ever know any mad. 
man mad enen to own it? 


Pal. Sot, can't you apprehend ? | 
Ang. Why, he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 

Fer. Yes, Madam, he has intervals ; ; but you ſee he 
begins to look wild again now. 

Val. Why, you thick-kulld raſcal, I tell you the farce 
zs done, and I will be mad no longer. [ Beats hin, 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha! is he mad or no, Jeremy? 

Fer. Partly, I think —for he does not know his own 
mind two hours—I'm ſure I left him juſt now, in the 
humour to-be mad; and I think I have not found hun 
very quiet at this-preſent. Who's there? [One knocks, 

Val. Go ſee, you fot, I'm very glad that I can move 
| your mirth, though not your compaſſion. — 

Ang. I did not think you had apprehenſion. enough to 


de exceptious.j-but madmen thew themſelves moſt, by 
- Over-pretending 10 a ſound uuderſtanding, as drunken 
men do by aver-acing ſobriety. I was half inclining to 
believe you, till I accidentally touch'd upon your ten- 
der part; but now you have reſtor'd me to my former 
opinion and compaſſion. 


Fer. Sir, your father has ſent to know if you are any 


beiter yet— Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how? 


pal. Stupidity! You know the penalty of all Pm worth 
muſt pay for the confeſſion of my ſenſes; I'm mad, and 
will be mad to every body but this lady. n 


Fer. $o— Juſt the vety backſide of truth: but lying 


is a figure of ſpeech, that interlards the greateſt part of 
, 3ny converſation—Madam, your we: =, woman. 


S E N E XX. | 
” VALENTINE, i | 


Ang. Well, have you been there ?—Come hither. 
Fen. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampſon will wait upon you 
, preſently, N [Aſide to Angelica. 
* 
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Val. Yon are not leaving me in this uncertainty ? | 
Ang. Wou'd any thing but a madman complain A 
uncertainty? Uncertainty and expeRation are the joys - | 
of life. Security is an inſipid thing, and the overtaking + | 
and pofſeſling of a wiſh diſcovers the ſolly of the chaſe. 
Never let us know one another better ;. for the plea- 
ſure of a maſquerade is done when we come to ſhew 
our faces: but I'll tell you two things before 1 leave. 


mad, and don't know it. . e OO ay F | 


S C E N E BOY | 
| VALENTINE, JEREMY. 


Pal. From a riddle you can expect nothing ut. a 
e. There's my r and the moral of my 
leſſon. 

Fer. What ! is the lady gone again, Sir? I hope you 
underſized one another before ſhe went? 

Val. Underſtood! She is harder to be underſtood than 
a piece of Egyptian antiquity, or an Iriſh manuſeript; 
you may pore till you ſpoil your eyes, and not es gate X 
your knowledge. | 

Jer. I have heard 'em ſay, Sir, they read' hard He- 
brew books backwards; may be you Son's to rea] at 
the wrong end, 5 

Val. They fay ſo of witches prayers, Ade e ind & 
Dutch almanacks are to be underſtood by -contraries. 
But there's regularity and method in that; ſhe is a me- 
dal without 'a reverſe or inſcription, for indifference 
has both ſides alike; yet, while ſhe does nor ſeem to 
hate me, I will purſue her, and know her if it be-poſ- 
fible, in ſpite of the Dee of ey an en 
Scandal, who ſays, ert. 


That women are like 1100 by licht of n 
Which, to admire, we ſhould not underſtand. 


Wks 4 
H:'2 


4 » , * 8 4 * 42 
ls «SV. ; | 


rag C. T v. 4 = 0 E N E x 
| 4 from in Forefight' houſe, 


4142 ARNGELYTCA and JENNY», 


ANGELICA, 


Wias is Sir Sampſon 2 ? Did you not tell me he 
would be here before me? 

Jen. He's at the great glaſs in the diningroom, Mas» 
dam, ſetting his cravat and wig. 

Ang. How! Pm glad on't.—If he bas a mind I ſhould 
Bke him, it's a ſign he likes me, and that's more than 
half my deſign. 

Fen, I hear him, Madam. 

Ang. Leave me; and, dye hear? ir Weldon ſhould 
come or ſend, I am uot to be ſpoken with. 


S C E N E II. 
| ANGELICA, Sir SAMPSON, 

Sir Fam. I have not been honour'd with the commands 
of a fair lady a great while—odd, Madam, you have 
reviv'd me Not ſince I was five- and - thirty. 

Ang. Why, you have no great reaſon to complain, 
Sir Sampſan, that was not long ago. 

Sir Sam. Zooks! but it is, Madam, a very great while 
to a man that admires a fine woman as muck as I do, 

| Ang. You're an abſolute courtier, Sir Sampſon. 

Sir Fan. Not at all, Madam, Odſbud, you wrong me; 
1 am not ſg old neither, to be a bare courtier, ouly a 
man of words; odd, I have warm blood about me yer, 
and can ſerve a lady any way—Come, come, ter me tell 
you, You women think a man old too ſoon; faith and 
troth you do — Come, dowt deſpiſe fifty; odd, fifty, in 
A hale conſtitution is no ſuch edotemprble age. 

Ang. F ifty a contemptible age! Not at all, a very fa- 
ſhionable age, I think—1 aſſure you, 1 lines: very con- 
ſiderable beaus that ſet a good face upon fifty : fifty ! 
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1 habe ſeen fifty, in a fidebbx by candle - licht, out- 
bloſſom five-and- twenty. 
Sir Sam. Outſides, outſides; a pize take 'em, meer 


| outſ des: hang your ſidebox beayy x no, I'm none of 


thoſe, none of your forc'd trees, that pretend to bloſſom 
in the fall, and bud when: they ſhould bring forth fruit; 
I am of a long-liv'd race, and inherit vigour; none of 
my anceſtors marry*d?rill fifty, pet they begot ſons and 
daughters 'till fourſcore; I am of your patriarchs, I, a 
branch of one, of your antediluvian families, fellows 
that the flood could not waſh away. Well, Madam, 
what are your commands? Has any young rogue af- 
ſronted you, and ſhall T cut his throat? or ——— -. 
Aug. No, Sir Sampſon, I have no/quarrel upon my 
hands ——1 have more occaſion for your conduct than 
your courage at this time. Fo tell you the truth, I'm 
weary of living ſingle, and want a huſbancg. 
Sir Sam. Odſbub, and 'tis pity you mould Odd, 
wou'd ſhe wor'd like me, then I ſhouꝰd hamper my young 
rogues : odd; *wou'd ſhe wou'd < faith and troth the's 


deviliſh handſorpe.- | 4/ide.] Madam, you deſerve a good 


huſband, and *twere pity you fſhou'd be thrown away 
upon any of theſe young idle rogues: about the town. 
Odd, there's ne'er a young fellow worth hanging, — that 
is a very young fetlow—Pize on em, they never think 
beforehand of any thing and. if they commit matri- 


mony, "tis as they commit murder, out of a frolic, and 
are ready to hang themſelves, or to be hang'd by the law - 


the next morning :—odſo, have a care, Madam. 
Ang. Therefore I ak your advice, Sir Sampſon: I have 

fortune enough to make any man eaſy that I can like; if 

there; were ſuch a thing;as.a young: agreeable man with 


a reaſonable, ſ(tock of good nature and ſenſe—For TI 


weuld neither have an, abſolute witz nor a. fool. 


Sir Sam. Odd, you are hard 0 Pleaſe, Madam; 15 
find a young, fellow that is neither, a wit in his own eye, 
nor a fool in the eye of the. world. is a very hard taſk, 


But, faith and troth you peak; diſcreetly. 3 for 1 hate 
both: wit and a fool. 


e e marrigs 1 fol. Sampſon. Anke 


4 * 
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| 


— — —— — 
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| my advice in a huſband — 
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ths” reputation of her honeſty or Ahnderſtanding; and 
ſhe that marries a very witty man is a flave to the ſve. 
rity and inſolent conduct of her huſband. 1 ſhould like 
a man of wit for a lover, becauſe I would have ſuch 
a one in my power; but I would no more be his wife, 
than his enemy: for his malice is not a more terrible 
cotiſequente of His ayerfioti this bis feet is of his 
* ” 
Sir Sam. None of old Forefight's ſybils ever utter'd 
ſuch & truth. Odſbud, you have won my heart: I hate 
a wit; I had a ſon that was ſpoild among 'em; a good 
hopeful lad 'till he Tearn'd to bea wit—and might have 
riſen in the ſtate—But, a pox on't, his wit run him out 
of his money, and now his poverty has i run him out of 
his wits. 
Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your friend! I muſt tell you, 
you are very mach abugd i in that matter; he's no more 


mad than you are. 


r Sam. How, Madam ! Wowd I cod prove it. 

Ang. I can tell you how that may be done But it is 
a thing that won'd make me en to be too dn con- 
cern d in your affairs. 

Fir Sam. Odſbub, I believe the likes me- de.J— 
Ab, Madam, all my affairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid 
at vour feet; and I wiſh, Madam, they were in a bet- 
ter poſture, that T might make a more becoming offer 
to a lady of your incomparable beauty and merit —If 
I had peru 1: one hand, and Mexico in rorher, and the 
Eaſtern empire under my feet; it would make me only 
a more glorious vietim to be offer 'd ar the ins of 
your beauty. | 
K Aug. Bleſs me, Sir Sipfon;/ what' $ the matter? 

Sir Sum. Odd, Madam, I ——_— ol PO would rake 


Aug. Hold, held, Sir Sampſon, - 1 ale d vol advice 
for 4 huſband; and you are giving me your conſent—T 
was indeed ihinking to propoſe fomething like it in jeſt, 
to fatisf you about Valentine; for if a match were 
N carried on between you and me, it would ob- 


nge hich to throw off his ante ur inadneſs; in appre- 
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henſiou of loſſug me ; for you know echtes Nas. 
tended. a paſſion for me. wr rely cid 

. Sin Sams) Gadzooks.!: a-motk ingenIous, — +++ 
if, we were to go through with, it. But ,why: muſt the 
match ouly be. ferme Olf. let it be 4 
real-contrach « 1c 05 as eid 88 

Ang. O fy, Sir Sampſon, what 8 the world ſay. 2 

Sir Sam. Say, they would ſay, you are a wiſe woman, 
and I a, happy man Odd, Madam, III love you as 
long as I lire, and Jears e good vn when L 
die. 1 2 

Aug. Ay ; ; but that i is not it in your power, Sir . 7 
for when Valentine confeſſes bimſelf in his ſenſes, he 
muſt make over his inheritance to his younger brother. 

Sir Sam. Odd, you're a cunning, a wary baggage ! 
faith aud troth I like you the better ——But, I warrant 
you, I have a proviſo in the obligation in favour of my- 
ſelf Body o' me, I have a trick to turn the ſettlement 
upon the iſſue male of our two bodies begotten ; odſbud, 
let us find children, and I'll find an eſtate, _ 

Ang. Will you? Well, do you. find the eſtate, aud 
leave the bother to me 

Sir Sam. O rogue! but I'll truſt you... had will, you 
conſent ? Is it a match then? 

Ang. Let me conſult my lawyer concerning this obli- 
gation : and if I find what you propole Ascent, rl 
give you my anſwer. 

Sir Sam. With all my. heart. come in Wich me; 
and Ill lend you the bond—Y au ſhall conſult your Jaws 
yer, and I'll car ſult a parſon. , Odzooks, I'm. a young 
man: Odzooks, I'm a young man, and Pll make it aps 
pear———Qdd,: you're deviliſh handſome : faith and troth 
you're very handſome, and Pm very young, and very 
luſty—Ocſbud, huſſy, you know, how to chuſe, and iv 
do.1,—Qdd, I think we are very well met z give, me 
your hand; odd, let me kiſs it; *tis as warm andas ſoſt 
—as what? — Odd, as other band—Give me tyother 
hand, and I'll mumble c, and kiſs em till they mel 
in my mouth. 


- Ang. Hold, Sir e eee of wenn 
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vigour before your time: 1 ſpend your. eſtate be. 
fore you come to it. 

Sir Sam. No, no, only give vou A rent · roll of my 
poſſoſſions - Ah] baggage—b warrant you for liule Samp- 
fon : odd, Sampſon's a very good name for an able fel. 
low : You ny were ſtrong dogs from the begin · 
ning. 

Ang. Have a care, 80 dow over- ad your part-—If 
you remember, Sampſon, the ſtrongeſt of the name, 
pull'd an old houſe over his head at laſt. 

Sir Sam. Say you fo, huſſy ?—— Come, let's go then; 
odd, I long to be pulling too; come away — Odd ſo, 
here's ſome body coming. Y 


i TATTLE, JEREMY. 


Tat. Is not that ſhe, gone out juſt now ? - 
Fer. Ay, Sir, the's juſt going to the place of appoint- 


ment. Ah! Sir, if you are not very faithful and cloſe 


in this buſineſs, you'll certainly be the death of a perſon 
that has a moſt extraordinary paſhon for your Honours 
ſervice. 

Tat. Ay ! who's that ? 

Jer. Even my unworthy ſelf, Sir. Sir, I have had 
an appetite to be fed with your commands a great 
while ;———and now, Sir, my former maſter having 
much troubleg the fountain of his underſtanding, it is 
a.very plauſible occaſion for me to quench my thirſt at 
the ſpring of your bounty, —1 thought I could not re- 
- commend myſelf better io you, Sir, than by the deli- 
very of a great beauty and fortune into your arms, 
whom I. have beard you ſigh for. 

Tat. I'll make thy fortune; ſay no more Thou 
art a pretty fellow, and can'ſt carry a meſfage to a lady 
in a pretty ſoft kind of phraſe, and with a good perſua- 
ding accent. 

Fer. Sir, I have the ſeeds of thetarick and oratory in 
wy head——T have been at Cambridge. 


Ter, Ay;, * va eee Tas: Rac to be be bred 


— 


11 
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at an Unterſity: but the oducation is a little too pe- 
dantic for a gentleman. I hope you are ect in your 
nature, private, cloſe, ha?” 

Jer. O Sir, for rt, Sir, "tis my chief ralent ; Pm as 
ſecret as the head of Nilus. 

Tat. ay? Who's he, tho”? A privy come or? 

Fer. O ignorance ! [ Aſtds.] A cunning Egyptian, Sir, 
that with his arais would over- run the country; yet no 
bot y could ever find out his head-quarters. 

Tat. Cloſe dog ! a good whoremalter, I warrant bim. 
—— The time draws nigh, Jeremy; Angelica will be. 
yeiPd like a nun, and I maſt be hooded like a friar ; 
ha, Jerewy ? 

Fer. Ay, Sir, ; hooded. like a  bawk; to ſeize at firſt 
fight upon the quarry, It is the whim of my maſter's 
madneſs to be ſo drefs'd; and ſhe is fo in love with him. 
ſhe'll. comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor lady, 
Im ſure ſhe'll have reaſon to pray for me, when ſhe, 
finds what a happy exchange the has made, between a 
madman and ſo accompliſh'd a gentleman. 

Tat. Ay, faich, ſo ſhe will, Jeremy. You're a good. 
friend to-her, poor N (wear I do it hardly 
ſo much in conſideration of my ſelf as compallion to her. 

Jer. Tis an act of charity, Sir, to fave a fine woman. 
wich thirty thouſand pound, from throwing herſelf away, 
Tat. So it is, faith—I might have fav'd ſeveral others. 
in my time; but Ygad I could never find in my heart. 
to marry any body before. : 

Jer. Well, Sir, PI go and tell her my maſter's co- 
ming, and meet you in half a quarter of an hour with 
your diſguiſe, at your qwn lodgings. You muſt talk 
« little madly, ſhe won't, diſtinguiſh the tone of your 


R 
Tat. No, no, let me K Alone for a counterfeit ;j—P 1 


be ready, for you. 92 


S C E N E IV. 
Tarziz; N PRUE. 


. O Mr Tat ile, are you bere | I'm glad Lhave 
found you; I haye been looking up and down for you 
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Nike any thing, till Im as tired as any ching im the world, 
Tot. O pox, how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh girl? 

| [ Aſide, 

NMI. O T have pure news, I can tell you pure neus 

I muſt not marry the ſeaman now — my father 

ſays fo. Why, won't you be my huſpand? You ſay you 


love me, and you won't be my huſband ? And I know 
you may be my huſband now if you pleaſe, 

Tet. O fy, Miſs :; who told you ſo, child? 

Miſs. Why, my father I told him that you lov'd 
me. 


Tat. O fy, Miſs, why did you do ſo? And who told 
you ſo, child? 
NM. Who? Why, you did; did not you ? 
Tat. O pox, that was yeſterday, Miſs ; that was a 
great while ago, child. 1 have been aſleep. ſince ; ſlept 


a whole night, and did. not ſo much as dream of the 
matter. | 


Miſs. Pſhaw ! O but I-dreamt that it was ſo- tho”, 

Tat. Ay, but your father will tell you that dreams 
come by contraries, child. — Q fy; what, we mult not 
love one another nowW— Pſhaw, that would be a fool. 
iſh thing indeed. —Fy, fy, you're a woman now, and 
muſt -think'of a-new- man every morning, and forget 
him every night.——No,- no, to marry is to be a child 
again, and play with the ſame rattle: always: O fy, 
marrying is a rav thing. x, 


Miſs. Well, but. don't you love me as well as you dd 
laſt night then? 


Tas. No, no, child, you would not have me. 
Miſs. No! Yes, but I would tho'. 


Tat. Pen, but I tell you, you would not——You 


forget you're. a woman, and don't know your own 
mind. | 


Miſs. But here's my father, and he knows my. mind, 


S C EN E V. 
To them FORESIGHT». 


Fors., O, Mr Tattle, your ſervant; you are a cloſe 
man, but methinks your love to my daughter was A 
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ſecret I might have been truſted with ;—or had you a 
mind to try if I could diſcover it by my art? — Hum, ha! 
Ithink there is ſomething in your phyſiognomy that 
has a reſemblance of her, and the girl is like me. 

Tat. And fo you wou'd infer that you and I are alike, 

,— What does the old prig mean? I'll banter him, and 


laugh at him, and leave bim. Aide. ] I fancy you have 
4 wrong notion of faces. 


Fore. How? What, a wrong notion ! How * ? 
Tat. In the way of art. I have ſome taking features, 
not obvious to vulgar eyes, that are indications cf a 
ſudden turn of good fortune in the lottery of wives, and 
promiſe a great beauty and great fortune reſery'd alone 
for me, by a private intrigue of Deftiny, kept fecret 
from the piercing eye of Perſpicuity, from all aſtrolo- 
gers, and the ſtars themſelves. 


Fore, How! I will make it appear that what you foy 
is impoſlible. 


Tat. Sir, I beg your pardon, I'm in haſte- 

Fore. For what? 

Tat. To be married, Sir, married. * ha 
Fore Ay; but pray take me along with you, Sir 

Tat. No, Sir; 'tis to be done privately—I never make 
confidents. | 

Fore. Well; but my confent, I mean——You won't 
marry my daughter without my conſent ? 

'Tat. Who, I, Sir? I'm an abſolute ſtranger to you 
and your daughter, Sir. 

Fore. Heyday ! What time of the moon is this? 

Tat. Very true, Sir, and deſire to continue fo. I have 
no more love ſor your daughter than I have likeneſs of 
you, and I have a ſecret in my heart which you would 
be glad to know, and ſhan't know, and yet you ſhall 
know it too, and be ſorry for't afterwards, I'd have you 
to know, Sir, that I am as knowing as the ſtars, and as 
ſecret as the night, and am going to be married Juſt 
now, yet did not know of it half an hour ago; and the 

Lady ſtays for me and does not know of it yet— There's | 
a myſiery for vou—=T know you love to unty difficifi- | 
ties or if you can't ſolve this, ſtay here a quarter of 
an hour, and Þ' come and explain it to you. 


— — 
— — 
— — — 2 
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8 C E N E. VI. 
. ForesIGHT, Miſs PR ux. 

Miſs. O father, why will you fet him go ? Went you 
make him to be my hufband? a 
Fore. Mercy on us! what do theſe A portend? 
Alas! he's mad, child; ſtark wild! 

Miſs. What, and mult not I have e'er a huſband then? 
What, muſt I ge to bed to nurfe again, and be a child 
as long as ſhe's an old woman? Indeed but I wow; for 
now my mind is ſet upon a man, I will have a man 
ſome way or other. Oh! methinks I'm ſick when I think 
of a man; and if I can't have one I wou'd go to ſleep all 
my life ; for when I'm awake it makes me wilh and 
Jong, and don't know for what, —and I'd rather be 


ee 555 than ſick with thinking. 


fearful ! I think the girl's influenc'd too 
oy you ſhall * a rod. 

. Miſs. A fiddle of a rod, Il have a huſband; and if 
vou won't get me one Þ ll get one for myſelf; If mary 
our Robin the butler; he ſays he loves me, and he% a 
handſome man, and ſhalt be my huſband; I warrant he'll 


be my huſband, and thauk me too, for he told ime fo, 


S 'C SN "VIE . 
To them SCANDAL, Mrs FORESIGHT and NURSE. 
Fore. Did he fo ?——VI diſpatch him * preſently. 
Rogue !—Qb, Nurſe, come hither. | | 


Nurſe, What is your Worſhip's pleaſure ? > 
Fore. Here, take your young miſtrets, and lock her 


up preſently, 'till farther orders from me—Not a word, 


Huſſy— Do what I bid you, no reply away; and bid 
Robin make ready to give an accounts of his plate and 


linen. D'ye hear? be gone when I bid , 


Alti Fore, What's the matter, huſband ?.. - 


x Fore. *Tis-not convenient to tell you — Scan- 


dal, Heaven keep us all in our ſenſes—I fear there is à 
contagious frebzy abtoad. Ho. dogs Valentine? 

++ $£4;492Q4ope-be? will: — — _ a 
meſſage from him to yourmiece Angelica. 
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Fore. I think ſhe has not return'd ſince ſhe went abroad 
with Sir 8 — 3 . are you not gone ? 


s C E N E VIll 
FORESIGHT, SCANDAL, Mrs FoRESTG: Ar, Bax. 


Mrs Fore. Here's Mr Benjamin, he can tell us if his 
father be come home, 1 
Ben. Who, father? Ay, he's come home with a ven- 
geance. N 8 8 
Mrs Fore. Why, what's the matter? 
Hen. Matter I why he's mad. 
Fore, Mercy on us! I was afraid of this. 
Ben, And there's the handſome young woman; ſhe, 
as they ſay, Brother Val went mad for, ſhes mad too, 
I think. 
Fiore. O my — niece, my poor niece ! Is ſhe gone 
too? Well, I ſhall run mad next. 
Ar Fore. Well, but how mad? how d'ye mean ? 
Ben. Nay, Pll give you leave to gueſls——Pl under- 
take to make a voyage to Antegua—No, hold, I may'nt 
ſay ſo neither—but I'll ſail as far as Leghorn and back 
again before you ſhall gueſs at the matter, and do no- 
thing elſe. Meſs, you may take in all the m_ of the 
compaſs and not hit right, 
Mrs Fore, Your experiment will rake up 2 little too 
much time. | 
Ben. Why then, II tell you; there's a new wedding 
upon the ſtocks, nay we two are going to be married 
to rights. * 
Scan. Who? 
. Ben, Why, father and — the yn woman; I can't 
hit of her name. ** 
Scan. Angelica ? | 0 5 
Ben. Ay the ſame. 0 
Mrs Fore, Sir Sampſon and Angelica Y impoſſible? 
Ben. That may be——but Jm ſure ir is as T tell you. 
Scan. Sdeath, it's a jeſt, I can't believe it. 
Ben. Look you, Friend, it's nothing to me whether | 
vou beheve it or no, hut I'ſay is true, ye fee; they 
VOL K IS 4 7804224 © 33 F591. $39 15 aaa. 
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aue married, or Juſt going 40 ba married, I know not 
which. 

Fore. Well, ba * are not e mar; is, not 1 
natic? JA nd 41105 

Ben. I don't Sony what you, may call madneſo But 
ſhe's. mad for a huſband, and he's horn mad, I think, or 


chey u ne'er make a match together—Here they came, 


9 r S E N. E IX. ; 
To them Sir SAMPSON, ANGELICA, BUCKRAM. 
Fir Samp. Where is this old ſoothſayer ? this uncle of 
mine ele ? Aha, old Foreſight, Uncle Foreſight ; ' wiſh ' 


me joy, Uncle Foreſight, double joy, both as uncle and 
aſtrologer. Here's a conjunction that was not foretold 


in all your ephemeris—— The brighteſt ſtar in the blue 


firmament— is. hot from above in a jelly of love, and ſo 
forth, and I'm lord of the aſcendant. Odd, you're an 


old fellow, Forefight, Uncle, I mean; a very old fellow, 


Uncle Foreſight, and yet you hall live to dance at my 
| wedding; faĩth and troth you ſhall. Odd, we'll hare 
the muſic of the ſpheres for thee, old Lilly, that we will, 
and thou ſhalt lead up a dance in via lactea. 
Fort. Im ame! You are not married to my 
| niece ? 
Sir Sam. Not abſol utely married, Uncle, but dr 
. near 1 it, "Wis ln of the matter, as you ſee. 
| [Kiſſes Angelica. 
ag. "Tis very true indeed, Vacle 5 1 hope youT be 
my father, and give me. 
Sir Sam. That be ſhall, or- I will burn his lobes cn 
Body o' te, he ſhall be thy father; Pll make him thy. 
Father, and thou ſhalt make me a father, and I'll make 
thee mother, and we'll beget ſons and * enow 
o put the weekly bills out of countenance. 
rau. Death. we hell! whey s Valentine? - 
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. 
Str SAMPSON, ANGELICA, FokESIGHT, Mrs Fore -- 
SIGHT, BEN, BuckRAM- = 


Mr; Fore,” This is To ſurpriſing <= 

Sir Fam. How! What does my aunt fay ? Surprigng, 
aurit? Not at all for a young couple to make a math in 
winter: not at all— It's a plot to undermine cold 
weather and deſtroy that uſurper of a bed call'd the 
- warming-pan. 

- Mrs Fore, 'm glad to beta you have fo much fre i in 

you, Sir Sampſon. ; 
Ben. Mets, I fear his fire is little 3 * under; * 
mayhap it will only ſerve to light up a match for ſome - 
body elle. The young woman's a handſome. young wo- 
man, I can't deny it; but, father, if IL might be your 
pilot in this caſe, you ſhould not marry her. It's juſt 
the ſame thing as if ſo be you ſhould {ail ſo far as the 
Straits without proviſion. - 

Sir Sam Who gave you authority, te, peak, Sirrah 2 
To your element, Fiſh be mute, Fiſhepnd 20 ſea; rule 
your helm, Sirrah, don't direct m. | 
Ben. W ell. well; take you care of your own belm, 
or you may*nt keep vour ne veſſel ſteady. | 

Sir Sam. Why, you impudent Tarpaulin! Sirrah, do 
you bring your-forecaſtle jeſts upon your father? But | 
I ſhall be even with you, I won't give you a groat, 
Mr Buckram, is the:conveyance fo worded that nothing 
can poſlibly deſcend to this ſcoundrel ? I would not ſo 
much as have him have. the proſpe& of an eſtate, though 
there were no * to come. to *. the dorth-oaſd: 
paſſage. 7 | 

» Bucks » Sir it is ah—_ accerting .20 your: dredions: 3 
there is not the leaſt cranny of the law unſtopt,; 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a cranny and 
leak unſtopt in your conſcience. —If. fo be that one 
had a pump in your boſom, I believe we ſhould diſcoves 
a foul hold. They ſay a witch will fail in a ſie ve 
but I believe the devil wou'd not venture aboard of your 
conſcience ; and that's for you. 

I 2 
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| Sir Fam. Rd your tongue, eee now? 
who's here? 


$ CEN 87 x1. 
To them; TATTLE ad Mri FRAIL... _ 
Mi Frail. O Siſter, the moſt utitucky" acciderit ! 
Mrs Fore, What's the matter? 
Tat. O, the two moſt a poor erentures | n 
the world we are! | 
Fore. Bleſs us! how fo? 
- Mrs Frail, Ah, Mr Tattle and I, poor Mr Tattle and 


J are I can't ſpeak it out. 
* Tat. Nor 1- But poor Mrs Frail and I are 

Me Frail. Married. 

Mrs Fore. Married! How? 

Tat. Suddenly before we knew where we were 
That villain Jeremy, by the help of diſguiſes, trick'd 
us into one another. 

* Fore. Why, you told me Juſt now, you went tones | in 
haſte to be married, 

Aung. But I Þtieve Mr Tattle meant the favour to 
me, I thank Ro” 

Fat. I did: as J hope to be ſav'd, Madam, my inten- 
tions were good — But this is the 'moſt cruel thing, to 
marry one does not know how, ner why, nor where- 
fore—— The devil take me if ever I was ſo much con- 
cern'd-at any thing in my life. <1 

Ang. *Tis very unhappy, if "ou don't care for one 
per 

Tat. The leaſt in the world-— Thar 3 is, for my wort, 


Y fpeak for myſelf. Gad! I never had the leaft thought 


of ſerious kindneſs——1 never lik'd any body leſs in my 

life, Poor woman! Gad, I'm ſorry for her too; for I 

have no reafor to hate der neither; but I believe 1 ſhall 

lead her a damn'd ſort of a life. dr 

* Mrs Fere. He's better than no huſband at 'alIl—tho? 

he's a coxcomb. a [To Mrs Frail. 
Ari Frait.” fo et.] Ay, ay, it's well it's no worfe— 


n= ohh wes a= 
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Nay, for. my „part, 1 always deſpis d Mr Tattle of all 
things; nothing but his being my hnſband could have 
made me like him leſs. 

Tat. Look you-there, I thought as much. 3 
on't, I wiſh we could keep it ſecret ; ; why, 1 don't be- 
lieve: any of this company wou'd ſpeak ef it. 

Mrs Frail. But, my dear, that's impoſſible ; ; the r 
fon and that rogue Jeremy will publish it. | 

Tat. Av, my dear, {o they will. as you fay. 

Ang. O, you'll agree very well in a little time; cu- 
flom will make it eaſy to you.. 

Tat. Eaſy! Pox on't, I don!t believe I ſhall ſleep to 


night. 
Sir Sam. Sleep, 2 An. why you EF not ſleep 


o' your wedding night? I'm an older fellow than you, 


and don't mean to ſleep. 

Ben. Why, there's another match now, as hof 2 
couple of privateers were looking for a prize, and ſhould 
fal! foul of one another. Pm ſorry for the young man 
with all my heart. Look you, friend, if I may adviſe 
. you. when ſlie's going, for that vou mult expect, I have 


experience of her, when ſhe's going, let her go: for no 


matrimony is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe can't 
drag her anchor along with her, ſhe']] break her cable, 
I-can tell-you that. Who's here? the madman ? 


Sc E N E, - the Laſt. 


VAaLENTINE, SCANDAL, Sir SAMPSON, ANGELICA. 


FORESIGHT, Mrs FoRTSICHr, TaTTilE, Mrs. 
FRAIL, BEN, JEREMY, BUCKRAM. 


Val, No; here's the fool: and if occaſion be, I'll give 
it under my hand. 

Sir Sam. How now? 
Fal. Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my errors, and 
ak your pardon. 
Sir Sam. What, have you found your ſenſes at lai 
then? In good time, Sir. 

Hal. You were abus'd, Sir.; I never was diltzaQed, 


13 
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Fore. How ! not mad, Mr. Scandal? 


.. Scan, No, really, Sir; I'm his witneſs, it was all 
counterfeit, 


Fal. I thought I had 8 it was a poor 
contri vance, the effect has ſhewn it ſuch, - 

Sir Sam. Contrivance ! what l to cheat me? to cheat 
your father ! Sirrah, could you hope to proſper ? 

Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the father endea- 
voured to undo the ſon, it was a reaſonable return of 


nature. 


Sir Sam, Very good, Sir——Mr Buckram, are you 
ready ?—— Come, Sir, will you ſign and feal ? 

Fal. If you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would aſk this 
lady one queſtion, 

Sir Sam. Sir, you muſt aſk me in firſt! That lady! 
No, Sir ; you fhall aſk that lady no queſtions, till you 
have aid her bleſling, Sir: that lady is to be my wife. 

Val. I have heard as much, Sir; but I would have it 


from her own mouth, 


Sir Sam. That's as much as to ſay, I lie, Sir, and 
you don't believe what I ſay. 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that I very lately 
counterfeited madneſs; I don't know but the frolic may 


go round. 


Sir Sam. Come, chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him 
Come, come, Mr Buckram, the pen and ink. 
Buck. ow it is, Sir, with the deed, all is ready. 
| DLVal. goes to Ang. 
Aeg. 'Tis gy you have a great while pretended 
love to me; nay, what if you were ſincere ? Still you 


muſt pardon me, if I think my on inelinations-have a 


better right to diſpoſe of my perſon; than Seeg 
Sir Sam. Are you anſwer'd ons nnke 
Fal. Mes, Sir. 98 


Sir Sam. Where's your ples Bi 


vance now, Sir 2 Willyoy ten, Sir 2 Come, will you 


ſign and ſeal ? vivo „Asti, deo © 57 5 ; 
Val. With all my heart, Sir. I 


c ages Sdeath, you are nt auen. tuin 8 
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Val. T have been diſappoĩnted of my only hope; and 
he that loſes hope; may part with any thing. I never 
valu'd fortune, but as it was ſudſerviet to my plea- 
ſure; and my only pleaſure was to pleaſe this lady: I 
have made many vain arrempts, and find at Jaſt that 
nothing but my ruin can effect it: which for that rea- 
fon, I will ſign to——— Give me the paper. 

Ang. Generous Valentine! [47 ie, 

Buck. Here is the deed, Sir. 

Val. But where is me bond, wy which 1 am oblig' d 
to ſign this? 

Buck. Sir dpa you have it. 

Ang. No, I have it; and PI uſe it as I wou'd every 
thing that is an enemy to Valentine. [Tears the paper, 

Sir Sam. How now! 5 | 

Val. Ha! | 

Ang. Had I the world to give you, it cou'd not make 
me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a paſſion: here's 
my hand, my heart was always yours, and flruggt'd 
very hard to-make this utmoſt trial of your virtue. 

= {7s Valentine, 

Val. Between pleaſure: and benen, 1 re 
But on my knees I take the bleſing. 

Sir Sam. Oons! what's the meaning of this? | 
Ben. Meſs! here's the wind chang'd again. Father; 
you and I may make a voyage together now. 

Ang. Well, Sir Sampſon,” fince I have play'd you a 
trick, I' adviſe you how you may avoid ſuch another. 

Learn to be a good father, of you'll never get a ſecond - 
wife. I atways lov'd your ſon, and hated your unfor- 
giving nature: I was reſolvꝰd to try him to the 'utmalt'; 
I have-try*'d you too, and know you both. Vou have 
not more faults than he has virtues; aud 'tis hardly 
more pleaſure to me, that I can rn. wyfelt 


8 T tan puniſi you. 
Fal. If my. happineſs cou'd receive Aden this kind 
fargrife wou'd make it double. 2 $627 DOE Ct 0 


Sir Sam. Oons, you' reid crocodile! 
: Fore, Really, Sr Sampſon this is a — : 
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Sir Sam. Vou're an aun fool, * I'm ano- 
ther. 

Tat. If the gentleman i is in diſorder for want of 2 FI 
wife, I can ſpare him mine. Oh, are you there, Sir? 
Im indebted to you for. my happineſs. [o Jer, 

Fer. Sir, I aſk you ten thouland pardons; "twas an 
arrant miſtake-—You- ſee, Sir, my. maſter was never 

mad, nor any thing like it Then how could it be 
otherwiſe ? 

Val. Tattle, I thank you; you would have interpoſed 


between me and heav'n ; but Providence laid purgatory 


in your way You have but juſtice. 

Scan. I hear the fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided for 
his own wedding; . methinks 'tis pity they ſhou'd not be 
employ'd when the match is ſo much mended. Valen- 
tine, tho' it be morning, we may have a dance. 


Val. Any thing; my friend, every thing that looks like 


joy and tranſport. 
Scan. Call 'em. Jeremy. | 
Ang. I bave done diſſembling now, Valentine; and 
3f that coldneſs which I have alwass worn before you 
- ſhould turn to an extreme fondneſs, you muſt not ſu- 
ſpect it. 


Val. I'll prevent that ſuſpicion— for I intend to dote 


to that immoderate degree, that your fondneis ſhall ne- 
ver diſtinguiſh itſelf enough to be taken notice of. i 
ever you ſeem to love too much, it muſt be only when 
] can't love enough. 

Ang. Have a care of promiſes; you know you are 
apt to run more in debt than you are able to pay. 

Val. Therefore I yield my body as your priſoner, and 
make your beſt on't. 

Aug. The muſic ſtays for you. [ Dance, 

Scan. Well, Madam, you have done: examplary ju- 
Nice, in puniſhing an inhuu an father, ard rewarding a 
faithful lover; but there is a third good work, which 
FT, in particular, muſt thank you for; I was an infidel 
to your (ex, and you have converted me—— for now I 
am convin ed that all women are not like Fortune, blind 


* 
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n beſto ty ing favours, either on "thoſe who do not me- 
rit, or who do not want 'em. 
Ang. "Tis an unreaſonable accuſation that you lay 


upon our ſex: you tax us with injoſtice, only to cover 
your own want of merit. Lou would all have the re- 
ward of love, but few have the conſtaney to flay *till. 
it becomes your due. Men are generally hypocrites 


and infidels; they pretend to worſhip, but have nei» 


ther zeal nor faith ; how few, like Valentine, would 


perſevere even to martyrdom, and ſacrifice their inte- 


reſt to their conſtancy ! In admiring me, you miſplace 


the novelty: 


The miracle to- day is, that we find 
A lover true: not that a woman's kind. 
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Spoken at che opening of the New Houſe, 


By Mrs-BRACEGIRDLE, 


"SURE Providence at firſt deſign'd this place 
To be the Players' refuge in diſireſs; 
Fer ſtill in every ſtorm, they all run hither, 
As to a ſted that ſhields em from the weather, 
But thinking of this change which laſt befel us, 
It's like what I have heard our poets tell us: 
Fer when bebind our ſcenes their ſuits are pleading, 


Tt help their love, ſometimes they ſhew their reading. 


And wanting ready caſh to pay for hearts, 

They top their learning on us, and their farts. 

Once of philoſophers they told us flories, 

Whom, as I think, they call d—Py—Pythagories, 
I'm ſure "tis ſome ſuch Latin name they give em, 
And we, who know no better, muſt believe em. 
New to theſe men (ſay they) ſuch ſouls were giv'u, 
That after death ne er went to hell, nor beav'n, 
But lib d, I know not how, in beaſts; and then 
When many years were paſt, in men again : 
Methinks, we Players reſemble ſuch a ſoul, 

That does from bodies, we from houſes ſtroll. 

Thus Ariſtotle's ſou?; of old that was, 

May now be aamn'd to animate an aſs; 

Or in this very houſe, for ought we know, 

I doing painful pennance in ſome beau: 

And thus, our audience, which did once-reſort 

To ſvining theatres to ſee our ſport, 

News fas as 1jid inte teuns-court. 
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Theſe walls but other day were fill d with noi ſe 
Of roaring gameſters, and your Dammee, boys; 

Then bounding balls and rackets they encompaſt, 

And now they're fil d with jeſts, and flights, and bombaſt ! 
Ivo, I don't much like this tranſmigration, 

Strolling from place to place, by Circulation : 

Grant Heav'n, we don't return to our firſt ſtation, 

I know not what theſe think, but for my part, 

I can't reflect without an aking heart, 

How we ſbou'd end in our original, a cart. 

But we can't fear, fince you're fo good to ſave us, 

That you have only ſet us up, to leave us, 

Thus from the paſt, we bope for future grace, 

J beg it 
Aud ſome here know I have a begging face. 

Then pray. continue this your kind behaviour, 

For a clear Stage won't do, without your favour. 


END OF LOVE FOR LOYE. 
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